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t She crossed him once, she crossed him twice, 
That lady was so brave; 
The fouler grew his goblin hue, 
The darker grew the cave. 
She crossed him thrice, that lady bold, 
Ile rose beneath her hand 
The fairest knight on Scottish mould.” 
Scorr. 
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THE PANELLED HOUSE: 


A Chronicle of Two Sisters’ Wibes. 


PART I. 


CHAPTER I. 
INTRODUCTORY. 


“ Not wholly in the bnsy world, nor quite 

Beyond it, blooms the garden that T love. 

News from the humming city comes to it 

In sound of funerai or of marriage bells, 

And, sitting muffied in dark leaves, you hear 

The windy clangit:g of the minster clock.” 

TENNYSON. 

Lyke 1s an inland village in one of our southern counties, 
not far from the town of Erconbury, which boasts a catho- 
dral and the remains of au old Roman wall. Erconbury 
itself is a quiet, sleepy old place, connected with the busy 
world by the railroad which runs through it, but by nothing 
else. The great pile of the cathedral sleeps in the sun as 
though conscious of the many centuries it has stood there, 
‘and weary of its long survival of the scenes and ideas of 
its youth: the rooks circle round its grey spire from their 
nests in the trees in the Close; and the houses cluster 
near it as if seeking its protection, and yet not too close, 
as if they feared to be presumptuous in approaching too 
ngar. Therefore, if Erconbury is the representative of the 
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world to Lyke, you can imagine how far behind the world 
Lyke must be. 

Erconbury lies in a valley, chosen by St. Erkenwin and 
his monks a thousand years ago for its clear stream and 
its abundance of fish. Lyke lies almost out of sight of it, 
on the shoulder of one of the hills which rise from the 

valley, and looks towards the sea, some six miles off. Tho 
southern sloge of the hill is rich with spreading beeches 
and limes, and the vegetation is luxuriant on the banks 
and hedges, which in their appointed season are yellow 
with primroses, purple with bluc-bells, or crimson with 
` foxgloves. It is a pleasant thing to sit in the hanging 
beech-woods on a summer afternoon, and to watch the 
light strike between their dark stems, and over the distance 
which melts away, range behind range of low golden hills, 
growing ever fainter and fainter, till the eye seems to lose 
them in an atmosphere of golden fire. It is pleasant to 
walk through them in late autunhn, when their leaves glow 
with scarlet and orange, and fie brake fades from green 
into delicate fawn colour at tlbir feet: when the distant 
hills and the clouds hanging shove them are of the same 
tint of soft dove-coloured blue, It is pleasant to walk, up 
through the dark, shady, overished Janes, till you come 
to the village strect, as it is ¢lled, although really Lyke 
village stands built round a deen on one side of which 
the rond passes. The cottags are built of plaster, and 
their tiles, which are of thatrich red brown which can 
only be attained by age, are diersified with many patches 
‘of lichen and house-leck. ley are all over roses and 
honeysuckle in the summer, fò; the sheltered position and 
soil of Lyke are most favountle to roses. There is a 
pond, with two or three fine +lms, on the green, and on 
the opposite side from that on\which the road runs stand 


the church and parsonage : the former small and neat, . 


* thongh not an architectural gem, as is plain by the one 
late Perpendicular and two flat-headed Tudor windows 
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which face the green; the latter square-built, red, and 
uncompromising, but mercifully hiding its ugliness in a 
sca of greenery, out of which nothing but its top chimneys 
omerge. 

Out of the parsonage every day, as soon as the clock 
strikes three, issue the parson and the parson’s wife arm- | 
in-arm, They are both between fifty and sixty, stout and ` 
hearty, and happy in each other’s society —“ whatever bliss — 
is granted or withheld” in their case signifying the child- 
lessness of their home. They go round to the various 
cottages, greeting their inmates for the most part with an 
old-fashioned ‘‘ Well, Betty, or well Ann, and how are 
you to-day?” Out of Mrs. Heydon’s basket comes a 
covered pot with a piece of rice pudding for little Jenny, 
who is recovering from the measles, or a slice of meat for 
John Timms, who is recovering from that bad accident in 
the hay-field; and Mr. Heydon pats the heads of the 
clean -children and the pinafored shoulders of the dirty 
ones as they come up and grin in his face, showing their 
red lips and sparkling eyes to advantage. ‘The old style 
of things still prevails here, and it is thought outrageous 
for any one to refuse a bow or a curtsey to the parson. 

Passing through the village, the road winds round tho 
side of the hill, the beech-wood still spreading upwards to 
the left, the pastures sloping down to the right as you go 
on. After a while you come to a red-brick wall, mellowed 
into purple and orange by kindly old Time. Green trees 
wave above it from within, and two-stone balls surmount 
the gateposts, where the old white gates, somewhat in 
need of fresh paint, open to disclose a dark grey house 
with a slated roof, and a green semicircle of turf in front 
of it. Everything is beautifully neat and trim, so much 
£0, that you would at once suspect that the Panelled House 
belonged either to one old bachelor or to two old maids. 
And though, if your supposition was the latter one, you 
would not be wrong, you might still be puzzled by the” 
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sound of young voices and croquet mallets from the lilac- 
screened lawn. You might enter the house, and see a 
girl’s garden hat hanging up.in the entrance-hall, and an ` 
open story-book lying on the umbrella stand. You might 
herr quick steps hurrying up and down the stairs, and 
young girlish voices singing about the passages. All this 
you might have scen and heard if you had entered the 
Panelled House ten years or so ago; you would not sce 
these things now. In place of them you would only see 
‘blankness and hear silence, and the wind that used to blow 


- so merrily about the happy garden seems to come now with 


something like a dirge im its song. Memory has taken 
the place of -hope,:and life and death clasp hands in the 


story that she tells. 


Miss Hermione Rivers and Miss Taisen Rivers were 


- the two maiden ladies who inhabited the Panelled House 


They had been born there, and had lived there all their 


divos; Lyke had been their world all their days, and tlicy 
knew of very little beyond.. -Miss Rivers was a slight; 
refined woman, in delicate health, -very gentle and soft- 


spoken, thoughtful and silent, a woman of considerable 


cultivation of mind, according to the standard of her day, 


one whose favourite poet was Cowper, and who still be- 


_ lieved in traditions of Mrs. Hannah More. Miss Immy, 


the younger sister, was not intellectual; she was active 
and bustling, short and plump, with a cheek like a winter 
apple, and two tight little rolls of grey curls. She spoke 
her mind freely. to everybody except her sister Hermy, ¢f 
whom she stood in more awe than any one who had 


_ observed the elder sister's gentleness and the younger 
; one’s. decision of manner would havo thought possible. 
It was only when you came to know them well that you 


pereeived that Aunt Immy, blunt and decided as she was, 
was a very impulsive person, and that her impulses’ were 


“not always oyer-wise. If it had not been for the control ~ 
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have been constantly in hot water, as she was apt to bo 


whenever she chose to assert her right of private judgment ~ 


in opposition to her elder sister. She spent her days in 
gardening and in visiting the poor. ‘hese two ladies, 
however, had a further interest in life than often falls to 
the lot of elderly maidens: they had the charge of two 
orphan nieces and a little nephew, the children of their 
youngest sister, Cordelia, who had married Captain Wil- 
liams, killed by a Sepoy bullet in the siege of Delhi. 


Nest, Winifred, and Evan Williams had arrived at the: 


Panelled House at. ihe respective ages of six, four, and 
three; and they had come to look upon it as their home 
the more entirely that they could not remember any other. 
The Misses Rivers, considering that at that time they were 
‘middle-aged maiden ladies, setiled into their own set ways, 
had borne the irruption of the three children with great 
equanimity. They were Cordelia’s children, and Cordelia 
had been the youngest and the pet of the houschold. So 
the best bedroom was turned into the nursery, and the 
white panels, which lined every room of the Panelled 
Ifouse instead of paper, were covered with pictures of 
elephants, lions, and faithful dogs saving drowning babics, 
for the instruction of the youthful mind. Neither Aunt 
Hermy nor Aunt Immy knew much about the manage- 
ment of children; and they both began their task with 
peculiar and rather conflicting views. In theory, Aunt 
Hermy was for governing by persuasion, and Aunt Immy 
by force ; but practically it was found that Aunt Hermy 
strengthened her persuasions by: commands, and Aunt 
Immy softened her commands by persuasions; and the 
children, who were all sweet-tempered . and docile, casily 
came to obey them both. 

After a time came the news that Cordelia Williams was 
dead. The children could not be expected to feel it very 
much, since they had known so little of their mother for 
the last few years ; but Nost. cried until she was consoled 
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hy the glory of n new black frock with long sleeves. It 
was rather sad to think that a mother’s, loss should ve se 
little felt, but we cannot have everything in this life ; and 
poor’ Cordelia had had to make that terrible choice be- 
tween husband and children, which falls to the lot of so 
many Indian mothers. Then, after a somewhat longer 
interval, came the news of tho Indian Mutiny, when Her- 
mione and Imogen could only be thankful that poor 


-Cordelia was safe out of that danger and anxiety in her 


quiet graye, and was spared the crowning sorrow of widow- 


hood, when Evan Williams fell in the siege of Delhi, and 


the children were left altogether in their aunts’ charge. 
They were moderately well provided for, and the Misses 
Rivers, too, were comfortably off; so that there was no 
pinch of poverty caused by their stay at the Panelled 
House. ‘The aunts determined to do everything that 
could be done for the children. They engaged a good 
governess, who brought Nest- well on with her learning, 
and did what could be done for stupid little Winny; they 
sent Evan to a good school, and had the satisfaction of 
receiving good reports of his progress. ‘hey attended to 
the manners and behaviour of the children ; and the little 
Williamses were allowed by all their neighbours to be 
quict, well-brought-up children, likely to do their aunts 
credit. And yet, notwithstanding all this, and without 


fault on any side, the fact remained—that aunthood 


could not make up for the want of motherhood, and 
that Nest and Winny did not run to their aunts, but to 
one another, for sympathy in their private troubles and 
pleasures, 


When this story begins, Nest Williams was just seven- 


_ teen. Her governess had married the Christmas before, 


and her aunts did not think it worth while to begin again 
with another, so -that it had been decided that she and 
Winny were to continue their studies with the help of 
Erconbury masters. Nest was not a beauty, but sho had 
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n very sweet, intelligent face, which looked quite pretty at 
times. She had a short face, broad brow, clear dark eyes, 
aud smooth, colourless skin, and the plaits of dark hair 
that were coiled at the back of her head shone like 
satin. She was very neat in her dress, slight and middle- 
sized in figure, and quiet, if not graceful, in her move- 
ments. 

Winifred, or Winny as she was always called, was un- 
deniably very pretty, although if you analysed every 
feature separately, they were none of them faultless, 
except perhaps her eyes. She was a tiny little creature 
under five feet high, and slender in proportion. She had 
a brown skin, with a bright colour in the cheeks, a short, 
merry little face, with a wicked little nose, which some 
people called snub; a determined chin, pretty pouting 
lips, of which the upper one was almost too short, and 
brown eyes, full of dance and sparkle, with thick dark 
lashes. All this I can describe; but I cannot describe 
the arch expression, the rippling soft laughter, and the 
glecful voice, which were so characteristic of Winny. 
There scemed to be an exuberance of life about her. 
Whether she were at home or away from it, she became 
naturally the centre of attraction. It seemed to be a 
pleasure to every one to look at the happy little face, and 
to hear the merry voice, which always secmed to have a 
laugh in its tones, just as some voices are said to have © 
tears in them. I must confess that the gay voice seldom 
gave utterance to speeches worth repeating. Winny had 
nothing intellectual about her, and her lessons had hitherto 
been the sorest burden of her life; but yet she was very 
bewitching ; she was so full of exultant life that she threw 


. her whole soul into everything that she did, and could no 


more help amusing people, and making herself agrecable, 
than a bird can help singing. She knew she was pretty, 
and delighted in the fact in her childish way. Sho liked 
bright ribbons and flowers, and since the Misses Rivers 
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did not approve of artificial flowers, Winny generally woro 

real ones. ‘There were usually plenty to be found in the 
sheltered garden at the Panelled House; and Winny 
knew what suited her, as most girls do who have the 
natural instinct of adornment. 

It was curious to see the contrast between the two 
sisters ; not only in dress, but in everything. Nest had nc 
love of dress, and liked to be attired in Quaker-like greys 
and browns, choosing 2 new dress as like the old as pos- 
sible. Winny would have liked to make herself as gay as 
a little humming-bird; but as this would not have been 
allowed, she enlivened her sombre dresses with bright 

_bows and knots of ribbon, such as would have charmed an 
artist's eye.- When they went together to sce old women 
in tho village, Nest did her duty decorously, asked after 
_ their rheumatism and the ailments of their grandchildren, 
and said everything that a kindly-disposed girl would say ; 
- while Winny laughed and chattered about the flowers in 
-the garden, or tlie china dogs on the mantel-piece, Gr 
something equally wise, and won all hearts by her hap).y 
nonsense. <‘ Miss Nest’s a kind young lady, and wonder- 
ful sensible for her years,” the village gossips used to say; 
“but Miss Winny,—bless her little heart!” and then 
they laughed. Every one laughed when they thought of - 
Winny. 
- So when the two ‘sisters went to drink toa among the . 
old ladies in St. Erkenwin's Almshouse in the énthedral 
town,—six oldorly clergymen’s daughters, who lived 
together, not always on the best of terms,—where Nest 
behaved properly and was bored, Winny contrived to 
amuse herself and everybody else. Once she gave all the 
six a lesson in tatting, and, I am sorry to say, reproduced 
; the scene in her own room. to Nest afterwards, imitating 
_ the various yoices so well, that Aunt Immy came in to sea 
what stranger lady was in the girl's room. 
When she wont to the Rectory, and Mr. and Mrs, 
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Heyaon were deep in parish talk with Aunt Immy, the 
naughty child used to sit demurely by Mrs. Heydon’s side, 
and whisper litile comments on the circumstances men- 
tioned, till the worthy lady was fain to explode in appa- 
rently causeless laughter. 


“I can’t help it; you know Aunt Hermy says there is” 


always a fool in every tragedy,” quoth the young lady on 
being reproved for her levity. 

Winny, of course, was very fond of Evan: much 
fonder, Mrs. Heydon thought, than she need have been. 
He was a quiet, sensible boy, extremely worthy, extremely 
steady, extremely uninteresting. From being brought up 

‘entirely among women until he went to school, he had 
arrived at a truly boyish depreciation of them; and all 
Winny’s devotion to him in seeing after his poultry and 
in feeding his pet caterpillars went for nothing with him, 
and was accepted as a matter of course. Since he is not 
a prominent character in this story, we need not dwell 
upon him much more minutely. Perhaps the disadvan- 
tages of his orphaned home came more heavily upote2im 
than upon the girls, and prevented him from becoming 
less self-satisfied and more humanised. Winny’s chief 
devotion, however, was given to her sister Nost. Sho 
ndmired Nest with all her heart, and thought her the best 
and cleverest girl in the world. Nest was clever in her 
way; but hers was a sort of slow cleverness that made no 
show. She had got on well with her books, because her 
governess had come to understand her, and had taken 
pains not to hurry her: her strength was in the accuracy 
of her reflective powers, not in quickness of memory, and 
at a competitive examination she would not have shone at 
all. Bnt she hid a graceful fancy, aud some power of 
composition ; and the little fairy tales she produced, which 
were read over first to Winny, and then communicated ta 


Aunt Hermy, were looked upon by Winny as masterpieces, _ 


- infinitely superior to Hans Andersen and Fouqué. It waa 
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curious, however, to notice the difference between Nost’s 
cleverness and Winny’s; for Winny was practically, 
though not intellectually, clover. Nest was slow in weigh 
ing anything that was said to her, and in giving her 
_ opinion; she had no power of repartee, and was quite 
_ ignorant of the science of light domestic chaff. Winny 
had an opinion on every subject, and an answer for every 
* one; itis true that the opinion was not always profound, 
nor ‘tho answer relevant; but there was generally enough 
point in it for piquancy, and Winny’s instinct often proved 
to be more correct than Nest’s reasonableness. 
43 These are the two sisters whose lives are here chro- 
` nicled : simple country maidens, mol nurtured, well cared- 
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CHAPTER H. 
IN THE BEECH-Wwoop. 


“ A rosebud set with little wilful thorns, 
And sweet as English air could make her, she.” 
TENNYSON. 

A summer afternoon, sunny and bright. Nest is sitting 
in the beech-wood trying to paint the lovely view, and 
signally failing. Aunt Hermy is beside her on a rug, 
with a book in her hand, which she is not reading. Winny 
is lying on the ground with her hat off, a jay’s feather 
stuck into the scarlet ribbon that ties back her wavy dark 
hair, chattering to the other two while she plucks little 
bits of grass, and tries in vain to plait them, owing to 
their shoriness. They were now in the middle of a dis-- 
cussion, as it appeared. 3 

“I don’t care,” Winny was saying. ‘I don’t believe 
there is such another place as Lyke in the world, and I~ 
would not live anywhere else for a hundred pounds. If- 
anybody were to ask me to marry him, I would not do it, 
unless he promised to live here always.” 

« Winny, my dear,” said Aunt Hermy, ‘‘ you are getting 
too old to talk in that way now. I should not like any 
one to hear you speak so ; it sounds so unmaidenly.” 

« Why, Aunt Hermy? What is the harm?” | 

“I know you mean no harm, my dear,” said Aunt 
Hermy, a little uneasily; ‘‘ but marriage and such sub- 
jects are so grave, that I think they should not be alluded 
to lightly. There is nothing that wo should both of us 


more dislike than to hear you and Nest talking about 
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gentlemen in the way that some girls do, and fancying 
things-that liave no foundation.” 

“I am sure I never did, Aunt Hermy,” said Winny, 
with a little pout, while Nest blushed at the very idea. 
The spinster instinct for reticence upon matrimonial sub- 
jects prevented the perception of the more obvious peril 
that a mother might have desired to guard against,—the 
peril lest reticence might be encouraged at the price of 
‘confidence. 

There was a little awkward pause, during which all 
threo looked uncomfortable, and Aunt Hermy almost 
guilty. She was so kind-hearted that she did not like 

_ to find fault, even in as mild a manner as this. Winny 
was the first to recover her equanimity. 

Well, talking of Lyke, I am sure I would much rather 
live here than at Erconbury. - I don’t mean that I should 
mind going away for a visit; but for anything clse (L am 

~ not going to mention particulars this time, Aunt Hermy),” 
she added, with a roguish smile ; ‘‘ would you, Nest ? ~ 

“No,” said Nest, at first; then going on thinking aloud, 

as she sometimes did, “I don’t know. I should like 
to see more of the world than one can sce here, I think.” 
“Fancy you of all people wanting to spread your wings 

and fly away !” said Aunt Hermy, a litile sadly. 

; c“ don't exactly,” said Nest. ‘“‘But I think I want 


something more heroic than the people about here. Ti- 


‘would be so nice to see some one really heroic! “Did you 
éver sec a hero, Aunt Hermy ?” 
« My dear, I never even saw Garibaldi when your Aunt 
Immy did,” said Miss Rivers, a little ruefully. 
« And. Aunt Immy- would not shake hands with him, 
because she disapproved of his revolutionary views!” said 
_ Nest. 
~ “Trust Aunt Ti for being consistent,” said Winny, 
 mischievously. ~ “ Well, Nest, I don’t wonder much. I 
-think compassion for him would have prevented me from 
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boring him superfluously, except that I dare say he liked 
it.” 

“But, Aunt Hermy, don’t you wish you had seen a 
hero ?” proceeded Nest. ‘‘ One reads people's names in a 
newspaper, but one never comes nearer them. I should 
like to know ove well.” 

“ Well, Nest,” said Aunt Hermy, “I do know one mau 
whom I think heroic; but I don’t think I ever saw his 
name in the newspaper.” 

“TI know a man whom I don’t think heroic, whose name 
I have scen in the newspaper,” said Winny, gravely. 
« Old Jeremy Nutt, who stole the barley, is in the Ercon- 
bury paper this week.” 

Don't talk such nonsense, Winny,” said Nest. “I 
want to hear what Aunt Hermy says.” 

Winny subsided with a face of mock penitence. 


“I once knew somebody, Nest, when he was a lad, and © 


long after I heard a very fine story about him,” said Aunt 
Hermy. “His name was Hugh Armyn—Colonel Armyn 
ho is now—he was a friend of your dear father’s. I used 
to think that if he had been a little older he Sanki havo 
done to marry your mother; but he was about seventeen 
when she was twenty-three, so that, of courso, it was out 
of the question. Only Cordelia was so pretty, and I am 
sure he admired. her, though it might have been in a 
boyish way. 

“Well?” said Winny, eagerly. 

« This story has nothing to do with her. Your father 
came in the way and married your mother, and Hugh 
Armyn went off as a cadet to India, and married out thero 
—not very satisfactorily, I am afraid. But I heard 
a story about him in the Indian Mutiny, which mado 
me proud to think that I had known him. Major Tate 
told me of it as a proof of his eccentricity, once when I 
was talking about Hugh Armyn to him. ‘Such a Quixotic 


` fellow,’ he said; ‘I never came across. To give you en 
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instance : he very nearly sacrificed his lifo in tho Indian 
Mutiny. He and another officer fell into the hands of 
some natives, who were willing to try to save them, if they 
would pass themselves off as Mohammedans and repeat 
fhe Mohammedan Creed. Will you believe it? Hugh 
Armyn flatly refused. Just as if it mattered what one 
said to those niggers,’ remarked Major Tate. The other 
officer, Major Tate said, did everything he could to per- 
suade him, but it was-of no use. First ho declared, 
‘I am not going to give up my opinions to please any 
ono ;’ and when the other man tricd to persuade him that 
there was no giving up of opinions in the case, and that 
he was no more degraded by it than he would be by 
„putting on a turban, he said, ‘Well, then, I am not 
ashamed of my Christianity.’ © And so the other oflicer 
left him, as it seemed, to certain death; but, to every 
one’s surprise, Hugh turned up some weeks after, safe 
and sound: Major Tate was once rallying him about it, 
he told me, and said he was sure he could not have got 
out of it without turning Mohammedan after all; and 
Hugh Armyn got quite angry, and said at last, ‘ You might 
just as well say I turned Sepoy at once. I assure you I 
would quite as soon break my faith in that way as in tho 
other.’ So there was notiing more to be said. But 
I was proud, Nest, to think that I had known Hugh 
Armyn.” 

“IT should think so!” said Nest, with glistening cyes: 

“T like that,” said Winny at the same moment. 

“ But, Aunt Hermy, what did you say about his msr- 
riage not being satisfactory? Was not his wife a nice 
person ?” asked Nest. 

Aunt Hermy was proceeding to answer, when a small, 
short, qnick-stepping figure, basket in one hand and um- 
brella in the other, appeared in the shaded path among 
the beech-stems. Aunt Immy wore a large round hat, so 
utterly unfashionable that’ no, one could accuse her of 
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attempting to look youthful; a short dress, before the 
happy days of short dresses had come in, and a pair 
of spectacles. She was a quaint figure enough, but 
the quaintness was too familiar to her sister and her 
nieces to strike them, and she trotted up to them and 
sat down. 

“Winny, my dear, why don’t you try to draw, as Nest 
is doing? It would be much better than wasting your 
time doing nothing.” 

‘* Aunt Immy, I am trying to be like the girl in those 
verses that Aunt Hermy made me learn last week,” said 
Winny, demurely.  * Hers the silence and the calm 
of mute insensate things,’ you know.” And Winny 
laid back her head upon the short grass and closed her 
eyes. 

“ Silence and calm, indeed! I should like to sce you 
silent for five minutes, or calm cither,” said Aunt Immy ; 
while Nest laughed heartily. 

“Besides, Aunt Immy, I am not wasting my time. 
Aunt Hermy is improving ow minds with moral anec- 
dotes,” said Winny, slecpily. 

“Please go on with what you were telling us, Aunt 
Hermy,” said Nest. 

“What is it ?” said Aunt Immy. 

“I was telling them about Hugh Armyn,” said Aunt 
Hermy. 

“Hugh Armyn!” said Aunt Immy; « well, I should 
not have thought there was much to be said about him. 
He was a nice lad enough when we knew him; but how 
he could have married Bella Escott » And Aunt 
Immy turned up her short nose expressively. 

“e What was the matter with her ?” said Winny. 

« Well, the Escotts were tho talk of the county when I 
was young. Fast young ladies wero not the fashion then 
as they are now; and Bella and Lotty Escott were uncom- 
monly fast. ‘hey used to ride to the mect, without thoiy 
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brothers, with any stray gentleman that happened to be 
there; and all sorts of odd stories one heard about them.” 
“ Not worth raking up now,” interposed Aunt Hermy, a 


litile hurriedly. She was terribly afraid of Nest and” 


Winny hearing anything which might give them an insight 
into the wickedness of the world of which they were at 
present so ignorant. 

“I was not going to rake them up, Hermy,” said Aunt 
Immy. ‘However, their father dicd: Lotty ran away 
with a foreign count, and Bella made her mother take her 
-out-to India, where she had an uncle at Poondagore. 
. Hugh Armyn’s regiment was quartered there, and he fell 


in loye with her. What he could sce to fall in love with ~ 


I don’t know: she was a bold-looking girl, with red hair 
and a good complexion ; but no beauty to boast of, I am 
sure. I believe gentlemen admired her, but no lady ever 
did. However, Hugh Armyn married her in a month, and 
well for her he did, before he heard the stories——”’ Here, 
however, Aunt Immy closed her mouth firmly, and Nest 
and Winny waited in vain for more. 

“ Is she alive now ?” said Nest. 

“No. Poor Hugh had enough of her, I think, though 
one ought not to my him, for it was his own fault. Why, 
the story went, that after leading him such a life w vith her 
temper and her tantrums that he could stand it no longer, 
she went and poisoned herself, that he might be accused of 


“murdering her,” said Aunt Immy. 


« My dear Immy, you should not say such things,” said 
her sister, reprovingly, while the two girls looked at hor 
with widely-opened eyes. ‘ The facts were bad enough, 
but not so sensational as that.” 

“ What was it then ?”’ said Nest. 


_~. “Poor woman! sho was subject to palpitations, and had 

to tako laudanum for them; and once sho had a frightful 

- quarrel with Hugh, and the excitement brought on a bad 
attack. She took an over- dose, and died.” 
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‘How dreadful!” said Nest. 

“ Very terrible,” said Aunt Hermy. ‘‘I believe poor 
Hugh felt it fearfully. He sold out immediately, and took 
his children to England—they had been living in the hills 
with their mother and grandmother while he was in 
Bengal, for he was too poor to be able to send them 
home.” 

« Yes, she had got him into debt to a frightful extent,” 
said Aunt Immy. “He has been living in Yorkshire 
since, has not he, Hermy ?” 

“Yes, devoting himself to his children, I believe.” 

‘© Why don’t you ask him to come and stay here and see 
you, Aunt Hermy ?” said Nest. 

“T have asked him once, but he said he was too poor to 
afford the journey.” 

“I should think he was,” said Aunt Immy; “for he 
had hardly anything, and she must have spent more than 
she brought him. - They must have the greatest possible 
difficulty in making both ends meet. Poor Hugh! J 
should like to see him again.” 

“So should I,” said Aunt Hermy; “but as time gocs 
on one loses so many threads out of one’s life. That is 
the worst of living out of the world as we do.” 

“I don’t mean to lose any if I do live out of the world,” 
suid Winny. ‘I shall write to all my friends once 
a-month, whatever part of the world they are in, whether 
they answer me or not. It is so stupid to make friends 
and drop them ! ° 

There is no bound to the possibilities that shine before 
the eyes of fiftecn years old. Poor little Winny ! 


/ 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math\Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


ny 


1s 


CHAPTER IL. 
THE MANOR. 


# The broken sheds look’d sad and strazjro, 
UVnlifted was the clinking latch : 
Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely monted grange.” 
TENNYSON, 


Nor many weeks later, the Misses Rivers, with Nest, 
Winny, and Evan, had just sat down to breakfast in the 
dining-room of the Pruelled House. The room looked 
towards the south-east, and the sun shone cheerily through 
the open window, and danced upon the urn, and the 


* teapot, and the pretty white china of the breakfast-service, 


and lighted up the plate of flowers and moss which Nest 
had arranged, and the fresh summer cottons which the 


` two happy-faced girls wore. Everything looked. well- 


cared-for and sunny and pleasant: the very picture of an 
English home, which, with all the ill effects of luxurious- 
ness and narrowness attributed to it at times, remains the 


most perfect thing in its way. which can be produced. 


“ The post,” said Winny, as she heard the well-known 
knock, just as breakfast was over, and vanished out of tho 


~ room for the letters. ‘‘ Only for Aunt Hermy ; a gentle- 


man correspondent, too, with such an odd postmark— 


‘Skep—Skepwith. I never heard of such a place; did 


you 9 ” 
Aunt Hermy opened her letter, looked at tho signature: 


-and exclaimed— 


“How very odd!” 
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“ What is very odd ?” was the unanimous exclamation _ 
from the others. A 

« Coming events cast their shadows before, certainly. * 
Only the other day I was telling you about Hugh Armyn, 
and here is a letter from him.” 

“No!” said Aunt Immy. 

« Yes, itis true. Listen; ‘ Dear Hermione Rivers.’ ” 

“ How very funny to begin like that!’ said Winny. 


“t Drar HERMIONE Rivers, 


«It is a long time since you have heard 
anything of me. I have often thought of writing to you; 
but some undefined dread of worrying my old friends has 
prevented me. I think you have heard that, on the death 
of my poor wife some years ago, I left the army in order 
to see after the education of my motherless children. 
Since then we have lived very quietly here on very small 
means; but last week the death of an uncle left me a con- 
siderable fortune; and as Skepwith is not a desirable 
place in many ways, I have thought that I should like to 
come down into Southshire, and sce if I could find a 
house within reasonable reach of Nirconbury. I suppose 
Cordelia’s children would be about the same age as my 
boy and girl, and they might consort together, if you 
would let them. If you hear of any house vacant near 
you, I should think it very kind of you to let me know for — 
the sake of auld lang syne. 


« © Yours, 
‘© ¢ Huga Armyn.’” 


«O Annt Hermy !” said Nest, in cestasy. 

‘Why, Nest,” said Aunt Immy, looking at the girl’s 
delighted faco with astonishment, “ what ara you putting 
yourself into such a state for? You never saw him, so 
what difference can it maks to you?” 

x c3 
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“ OF course I want to sec him,” said Nest, ‘after that 
story that Aunt Hermy told us about him.” 

“ Nest thinks it would be next thing to secing Garibaldi,” 
said Winny. 

“ Better in some ways,” said Nest, with kindling 
eyes. “I should like to see a man who had chosen 
to stand by his Christianity when he had to face death 
for it.” 

«Nest is gushing,” said Evan to Winny, with that 
_ critical appreciation of his elder sister shared with most 

younger schoolboy brothers. 

« Why shouldn’t she?” said Winny, while Nest’s face 
flushed; ‘she is not ashamed of gushing, as you call it, 
Master Evan. That is what you get from your stupid 
grown-up books like ‘ Vanity Tair’ “thi it you are always 
reading—a very bad thing for little boys.” 

Winny laughed as sho spoke, and dodged aside to avoid 
the fraternal revenge taken by Evan. ‘These two were not 
too old to enjoy something like a game of romps, even 
though Winny was far advanced in her teens; and Evan, 
somewhat to the weariness of his spirit, had taken, this 
holiday, to toil through “‘ Vanity Fair,” as the correct and 
manly thing to do. 

- “ Children, children, be quiet!” said Aunt Mermy. 
Jovan, I wish you would run over to Mr. Heydon’s, and 
ask him if the Manor House is let yet.” 

«The Manor House?” eaid Aunt Immy; “that old 

itumble-down ramshackle place?” + 

« Yes; Mr. Hewson has bought it, you know, and he 
means to put it into repair and let it. Mr. Heydon told 
me so the other day. Why should it not do for Hugh 
and his children ?” 

« How nice it would be!” said Nest. “We should 
have people in the place itself.” 

«Yes, and we might get up croquet and concerts and 
dances, and all that sort of thing,” said Winny, anda- 
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ciously, with a little elevation of her eyebrows and a 
mischievous glance at her Aunt Immy. 

“You won’t get Hugh Armyn to help you waste yout 
time, Miss Winny,” was the response she got. ‘He 
knows better; and I have no doubt that he has brought 
up his children to employ every moment of their time 
usefully, as you ought to do. Croquet and dances 
indecd ! ” 

But Aunt Immy did not look very fierce as she spoke. 

« Aunt Immy ! Aunt Immy!” said Winny, putting her 
two hands on her aunt’s shoulders and snatching a kiss; 
“do you mean to say that you would not have liked a 
good rattling valse yourself wlien you were young ?”’ 

“My dear, I should have been shocked at myself if I 
had even thought of such a thing. In my day it was the 
thing for young ladies to stay at home quietly and make 
shirts for their fathers and brothers, and now and then, 
as a great treat, go out to a tea-party, where they met a 
few other young people, and asked riddles, and sometimes 
worked for the poor. We left dances to the worldly. 
But now things are so mixed up together that you 
can’t tell who is worldly and who is not, and it is very 
confusing; and I must say that to all intents and pur- 
poses the young ladies who don't go to balls are quite 
as silly and think quite as much about catching a hus- 
band as those who do; so I leave the whole question 
for-other people to settle.” 

“Well, Aunt Immy,” said Winny, “I promise you 
faithfully that I won't be worldly if you will only let me 
go to the Erconbury ball when Nest does next year. J 
will promise faithfully not to cateh—oh, I forgot, Aunt 
Hermy does not like the subject mentioned,” she added, 
with a roguish glance at her aunt; “and I will go in a 
bonnet and spectacles if you think it will corrupt me less ; 
but indeed, indeed, I want to go!” 

“« No, Winny ; I have told you several times that you 
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aro not to go till you are seventeen. Come now, go and 
practise your scales. You are wasting your timo tcr- 
- ribly.” 

But the refusal did not weigh much on Winny’s spirits, 
-judging by the light step with which she tripped into the 
drawing-room, and the vigour with which she begau to 
practise her music. Presently Nest came in. 

~“ Winny, dear, don’t ask again about that ball; they 
don’t like it, I promise you that I won't go till you 
ean.” 

“I don’t want you to stay behind for me, you good 
old Nest,” said Winny. 

“Tt would bo no treat fori me if you did not go,” said 
Nest. “I don’t care about lit myself; but I shall like to 
sce you dance, and get lots of partners, as I know you 
will. But I know they think you silly for going on about 

itso often; and I don’t like them to think you so.” 

“ Why not? Iam, you know,” said Winny. ‘I never 
set up to be wise like you. O Nest! don’t look so grave. 

_ They don’t care. Everybody does not take things as 
Seriously as you, you dear old thing; and if thcy do, I 
_ can laugh them out of it.” 

Nest’s love for Winny was protecting and almost 
motherly. She always-felt as though there were much 
‘more than two years between them; and any reproofs 
that Winny brought upon herself were felt much more by 

_ the elder sister than the younger one. She often wished 
that Winny had a mother. She could do very well without ; 
she was graye and staid and quiet, and never got into 
scrapes, whereas Winny, since she had grown out of 
childhood into girlhood, was constantly being called to 
account for something or other... The little thing had her 
wits about her and plenty of instinct to tell her how far 


‘sho might go; but, nevertheless, her high spirits and’ 


love of fun often made her offend against Aunt Hermy’'s 
‘strict code of proprieties. Any one less simple-minded 
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might have grown shy and conscious under the discipline ; 
but Winny forgot all but the pleasure of pleasing next 
time that the opportunity came. Nest, who accepted her 
aunt’s code of propricties as final, was much more shocked 
by Winny’s heedlessness than she need have been; but 
after all, heedlessness was the worst thing with which 
Winny could be charged. She was always very sorry 
ifterwards, and too swect-tempercd to resent the fault- 
finding which followed the transgressions, and after all 
we have something left to learn at the age of fifteen. 

The worst of all this was that the footing on which 
Winny stood with her aunts, though extremely amicable 
and friendly, was not sufliciently confidential to be per- 
fectly happy, perfectly safe, for a very pretty, very high- 
spirited motherless girl. She was a good little thing, 
with all her heedlessness, and ‘Nest was a kind and pro- 
tecting elder sister, though not sufficiently old and quick 
of perception to supply the need which she might other- 
wise have done. It remained to be seen whether tho 
discipline of life would or would not work out the problem 
which no one else seemed able to do. 

That afternoon the whole family sallied forth to look at 
tho Manor House. It stood at the bottom of the hill, 
nud the way to it lay along a green lane—one of the 
pretty Southshire lanes which were nowhere so plentiful 
as in the old-world, low-farmed neighbourhood of Ercon- 
bury. A quarter of a mile down the lane, and you came 
to a gate like an ordinary farm-gate, only higher, and at 
the side stood the ruins of what had once been a lodge, 
enclosed within a long thin hedge of rampant whitethorn 
shoots. Entering, you passed through a curving planta- 
tion of elms and beeches, and came out in front of the 
old Manor House, a dark red-brick building, with a quaint 
red-brick colonnade running along the centre of it, paved 
with tiles, worn into hills and hollows by. fect long since 
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and thick, white, small-paned window-frames, whose glass 
was dim with the dust of a score of years. ‘The chimneys 
were high, and curiously wrought in heavy brick designs, 
and on the grass-plat in front stood a sun-dial without an 
index. The ivy which had climbed up the walls had 
been blown, down by the last winter's gales, and swayed 
about in heavy festoons. ‘They stood looking at it for a 
little while. 

“I should like to draw it before anything is done to it,” 
said Nest; “and I would name my drawing ‘A Deserted 
‘Homo.’ The house looks as if it could bo so homelike, 
if people would let it.” 

« A superannuated house I should call it,” said Evan. 

“Don’t wait here, please,” said Winny. “I hate the 
creepy look of the place from this side. Let us go into 
the garden, or into the house—anywhere except just here 
in the shadow. ‘There,” she went on, looking up and 
laughing, ‘“‘ would not this be a fine beginning for a 
sensation novel, Aunt Hermy? ‘The lovely heroine 
shuddered as the shadow of the ancient hall fell upon her 
raven curls.’ Go on, Nest; you are our novelist, you 
know.” 

« Not on a sunny August afternoon,” said Nest. ‘It 
ought to be late in-the evening, or in the coming of a 
tremendous thunderstorm. ‘A low peal of thunder shook 
the battlements.’ ” 

‘¢There are none,” said Evan. 

« Nover mind. - Why not battlements as well as lovely 
heroines? ‘And a sharp flash of forked lightning lit up 
the window of the haunted room.’ ” 

« My dear child,” said Aunt Hermy, ‘ how do you get 
' guch things into your head? Why, I never let you read 
such stories, that I can remember, and yet you have got 
them quite pat.” 

So they went on talking nonsense and laughing, and 
yet they remembered afterwards what Winny had said, in 
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her girlish fun, and thought that the shadow she laughed 
over had really come upon her, though not then. 

Evan had obtained the key of the house, and they 
entered by the front door, and stood in the low wide hall, 
paved with lozenges of black and whito stone. The damp 
dusty smell of the unused house struck unpleasantly as 
they came out of the sweet summer air, and Winny 
said— 

“ Tt smells like a coffin—how horrid! ”’ 

“My dear Winny, don’t use such expressions,” said 
Aunt Hermy, a little shocked. ‘‘ Besides, you have never 
scen a coffin, so how can you tell ?” 

“I’ll say a charnel-house if you think it’s prettier,’ 
suid Winny; “though I’m not quite sure what that 
is.” 

“I don’t caro for the inside of the house,” said Nest. 
“ Evan, see if you can open the garden-door, and I will 
sit outside by the pond, and wait for you while you gc 
over the house. I am sure I should not help you much 
in your investigations.” 

This was perfectly true, for Nest was a most unpractical 
young lady; and, although she could weave pretty little 
webs out of her brain, she could not, with truth, have 
auswered any of those advertisements which demand “a 
young person perfectly domesticated,” except in the sense 
of having nothing of the wild beast about her. 

The garden-door yielded to another of Evan’s keys, and 
Nest went out. Winny preferred wandering about with 
her aunt to see what could be seen; and so did Evan, 
who wanted to get out upon the roof and see if there 
were any jackdaws’ nests there, so that Nest had her 
solitude to herself. : 

The Manor House gardens were much what the outside 
of the nouse would lead you to expect. A terraced walk ` 
under the windows, overgrown with weeds: grass banks, 
grown like hay rather than turf, sloping down to a pond 
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from which the duckweed had not been cleared for years: 
-R bank of cedars and other evergreens on the Opposite sido, 
~ With the remnants of what had once been a gay border of: 
‘flowers in front of it, and a Stray rose or two still surviving, 
ae not strangled yet by the 800segrass and bindweed Which 
aE had climbed up it. Nest sat down in the shade, and 


a pS _ “Heo has-been devoting himself to his children,” gaiq 
a Nest to herself, So they must be very good, I should 
ink, I Wonder what their names are? TI hope some- 


Oxford, and get a double first 3 and his fathoy will be 


any of her Stories of real lite Satisfactory unless the best 
People in them Were slain in a harrowing manner, Sho 
‘would havo killed more neoplo than she did in hor one 
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works of fiction, had not Aunt Hermy and Winny so 
strongly objected to il. that she had been obliged some 
time since to reduce tie death-rate to one in a hundred 
pages, which was surely enough, as Winny said. 

“ If they will do it up properly, Nest, we think it may 
do very well,” said Aunt Immy’s voice, breaking in upon 
her reyeric. 

Nest started. She was so lost in the future history of 
the Armyns that she had entirely forgotten what they had 
come for. : 

“Nest has been making up a story, Aunt Immy,” 
suid Winny, ‘and she is lost to us and the world.” 

“ There is a fellow at school,” said Evan, ‘who never 
knows what he is about, like Nest;-and once the other 
fellows took away his cap and put one of the master’s caps 
in the place, and this fellow put it on without knowing, 
and walked about the playing-fields with it. He found 
out though when he was had up to be flogged for it.” 

With this interesting anecdote they turned homewards, 
perfeetly unaware that the little piece of business they 
had just transacted would chequer the whole future of 
some of their lives. But as the world gocs on with tho 
wondrous chain of little events, cach with its consequence, 
which we weave throughout’ our lives, it is not until the 
end, when we look back upon it, that we see its whole 
meaning and watch it ‘orb into a perfect star, wo saw 
not when we moved therein,” 
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CHAPTER IV. 
NEST’S HERO, 


" And I am he who long ago 
(How well my heart recalls it yet 1) 
Beheld an early sun and low, 
In fields I never shall forget: 
The roses round were bright and wet, 
And all the garden wet with dew ; 
In pleasant paths my steps were sct, 
And life was young and hope was new.” 
I. W. H, Myens. 


x little while after this, and were together in the drawing- 
Nest was reading history, and Winny was scrib- 
bling off a French exercise—not in Parisian French, I 
am afraid, if the truth were told ; Aunt Hermy was in 
her room with a headache, Aunt Immy was trotting about 
the village, and Evan was gone out for a walk with a 
nephew of Mr. Heydon’s, who had come there to be 
coached by his uncle for the university. Suddenly the 
drawing-room door was thrown open, and the housemaid 
announced, ‘ Colonel Armyn.” 

The girls saw a tall, sunburnt gentleman of powerful 
make, and impressive, though not absolutely handsome, 


Ho had a grizzled beard and moustache, and 


strongly-marked lines on his brow, which made him look 


older than his strong and upright bearing would have led 


any one to. believe. Indeed, he was not more than 
forty-two, notwithstanding his grey hair and furrowed 
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‘“« My aunt is up-stairs,” began Nest, as she shyly held 
out her hand; but she found it taken and held, while a 
kindly voice said— ; 

« You are Cordelia Williams, I am sure. You must let 
ne have the pleasure of shaking hands with you. I knew 
your father and mother well in old days.” 

‘ Her second name is Cordelia, but she is called Nest,” 
suid Winny, who received another warm handshake. 4 

What, no Shakspearian heroines in this generation : 
at the Panelled House! That is too bad,’ said Colonel 
Armyn. ‘ Why, your grandfather could never have stood 
that.” 

«You know that papa was a Welchman,” said Nest, 
‘fond so he had us all called by Welch names. Aunt 
Hermy says he wanted Winny to be called Guinevere ; but 
mamma did not like it, so she was named Winifred. But 
please let me go and tell Aunt Hermy. She is not down 
yet, but I am sure she will come down to see you.” 

“T’ll go,” said Winny, and, with her accustomed 
rapidity, she was gone while Nest was thinking about 
it. 

«You know what I am come for, I suppose?” said 
Colonel Armyn to Nest. ‘Your aunt and I have-had 
sorne correspondence about a house here.” 

“O yes, we all went to see it,” said Nest. 

« And what did you think of it ?” 

“I did not go in. I sat in the garden, which is so 
pretty—I mean it might be,” said Nest, reddening a little 
ns she remembered her dream by the pond. ‘* We hope; 
you will like it,” she added, shyly. ‘‘ Aunt Hormy would 
go like to have you here.” : 

‘Tt is very kind of her,” said Colonel Armyn, musingly ; 
then he added, ‘* And you and your sister, would you like 
it too? Escott and Flora are different from you and 
your sister; but you would not mind bearing with them, 
and trying to be kind ?” 
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“<Q no,” said Nest, wondering at the puzzled, hesi- 
tating tone in which he spoke. 

“ They have had great disadvantages,” Colonel Armyn 
went ox; ‘and I am very anxious that they should find 
good companions, such companions as I am sure you 
would be to them, with your aunt’s bringing up.” 

- His voice was very gentle, and yet authoritative, and 
Nest liked to hear him talk. Te was a man of strongly 
marked individuality, who impressed most people whom 


he met with; the evident power that was in him, com- 


bined with the gentle voice and the melancholy eyes, gave, 
the iden of a man who had done and suffered much. 

Indeed,” said Nest, honesty and not mock humility 
compelling the avowal, “ I am afraid we are not nearly as 
good ns we ought to be from Aunt Hermy’s bringing up. 
But I am sure we will do anything we can for naa and 
they ‘will be sure to liko Winny, if they don’t like me. 
Everybody likes Winny.” 

The straightforward simplicity of this little speech won 
Colonel Armyn’s heart at once. It was Nest all over: in 
its openness, its responsiveness, its childish earnestness. 
Nest was in some ways very childish for seventeen, though 
s0 staid and grave in others. 

“My dear, you are very like your mother,” he said, 
with a half smile, and Nest’s face flushed with pleasure. 
Though she did not remember her mother, she had heard 
enough of her to esteem it the highest honour to be 
likened to her in any way. } 

At this moment Aunt Hermhy came in; the quict, slow- 
voiced woman in her neutral-jtoned dress. Nest just saw 


- the tears in her aunt’s efyes, and heard them say, 
“Hugh!” and “Hermione } » as their hands met; and 
- then she vanished out of thé window, so as to leave tho 
coast clear for them; ah ae natural instinct of good 


breeding taught Nest that 


two old friends would rather 
mect alone. 


| 
; ‘ 
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Winny was already out on the lawn, picking caterpillars 
from the roses. 

«O Winny, is he not delightful?” said Nest. “I 
like him so very much. He quite comes up to my idea of 
him.” 

«Ho has very nice manners,” said Winny; ‘but I 
should say he was not over-burdened with common sense. 
He looks just as if he might ride at a windmill, like the 
man Aunt Hermy talks about.” 

“You don’t mean you agree with that horrid officer 
who thought he had no common sense because he would not 
pretend to be a Mohammedan ?”’ said Nest, indignantly. 

«Of course not; I like him for that,” said Winny ;5 
“but I should not wonder if he was rather—what’s the 
word ? Quixotic—in other things too.” 

“ I wish there were a few more Quixotic people in the 
world,” said Nest, turning way. 

Meanwhile the woman of fifty-cight and the man of 
forty-two were eagerly renewing the intercourse which 
they had not known for four-and-twenty years. Hermione 
Rivers had been a sensible woman of four-and-thirty, her 
father’s companion, and her pretty sister Cordelia’s 
chaperon, when Hugh Armyn had been a Haileybury 
cadet of cighteen; and therefore the change she saw in 
him was much more striking than that which he saw in her. 

“I should never have known you, Hugh,” she said, 
after a pause. 

“ I should have known you anywhere, Hermione.” 

« You should have come to see us before.” 

“I could not. You don’t know how poor I have been 
until now. It has been very hard upon Mrs. Escott and 
the children.” 

« Is she living with you?” ' 

_ “Yes; she always has. She was not ‘brought up to 
that sort of thing, you know, poor woman.” 
“ALI” i 
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‘By-the-bye, I have been making acquaintance with 
your young Indies. What a very charming child the 
eldest is.” 

«Nest? she is a darling,” said Aunt Hermy, with 
brightening eyes. “But we don’t call her a child now. 
She is seventeen.” 

‘She looks much younger than my Flora.” After a 
pause, ‘You must give me your receipt for education, 
Hermione. I don’t know that it is fair to let my two 
come to associate with those nice girls of yours without 
giving you fair warning.” 

Hermione looked up inquiringly. 

“I don't wish to say any harm of them, poor children, 
but they are not altogether satisfactory. They have never 
got over their early disadvantages. You know of my old 
troubles ? ” 

“I have heard something,” said Aunt Hermy, kindly, 
secing that it would be a relief to him to speak. ‘But I 
should very much like to hear your own history of them, 
if it would not be too painful.” 

«No: itis always painful, of course, but I should not 

` like to come to settle so near you without telling you all. 
I should feel like an impostor. But am I taking up your 
time too much ? ” 

«No, no. I have nothing in particular to do,” said 
Aunt Hermy. : 

«Then you shall hear an'd judge. If, when you lave 
heard it, you still say that ‘you would like to have mo at 
the Manor House, it will be! a great difliculty in the way 
that prevents me from taking it. But you must promiso 
to be candid.” Í 

«I do promise, Hugh,” said Hermione. 

¥ But instead of beginning his story, he sat silent, looked 
out at the window, and etal « I have never seen this placa 
without Gordelin. How thankful you must bo that she 
died before the mutiny |” 
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« Yos,” said Hermione, ‘‘I hope we were then. Sho 
would have been with Evan Williams, for she would not 
leave him even for the children: and every one at that 


station, I believe, was killed. He never got over her. 


death: I think he never would have, he seemed so utterly 
broken by her loss.” 

“Death was merciful to him,” said Colonel Armyn, 
with his hand shading his eyes. Then, after a pause, “I 
wonder if you and Cordelia ever thought, when you had 
the cub of a Charterhouse boy here for the holidays, and 
devoted yourselves to amusing and civilising him, that 
you were teaching him Christianity as well. -I think it 
would have gone hard with me ROUE my lifo if I poe 
not stuck to your teaching thea.” 

“e If I had anything to do with it, Hugh,” said Her- 
mione, with tearful eyes, “I san only say I am proud of 
my pupil. I heard how you might have saved your life, 
and refused when it seemed your “only chance.” 

«Well, by that time I hadifound out what the reality 
of it was,” said Colonel Armzn; ‘and, considering what 
ideas were at the bottom of th> mutiny, it did seem to mo 
fit neither for a Christian maa nor an English officer to 
choose that way for saving his life. But how you should 

ever have heard of it passes my comprehension.” 

«J did hear of it,” said Hermione, with a smile. 

“Did you hear of my mariage at the time?” said 
Colonel Armyn, abruptly, at lait. 

« Your aunt wrote and told is.” 

‘Tt took me a long time t¢ get over my boyish fancy 
for Cordelia,” said the Colonel “six years at least. Did 
yon ever guess at it, Hermione : ry 

“Yes, I used to think if youhad been older: 

“I suppose the world would ‘all me very foolish, said 
Colonel Armyn, “but though sxe was older, and so much 


out of my reach in every way, 1 did hope that some day- 


å she gogi have thought S ne as I wished. Do you 
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remember that day when she called me out into the garden, 
and told mo that she was engaged to Williams? I never 
shall forget her look as she stood there among the roses 
in her white gown—just there where that little girl is 
sitting now, only that the copper beech has grown from a 
little spindling to a great tree. She told me that she 
would not let any one else tell me, because I was one of 
her greatest friends; and I stammered out some common- 
place, and nearly wrung her hand off. Well; she chose 
rightly, for Evan Williams was onc of the best men and 
bravest oflicers in the service,” 

“They were very happy,” said Hermione, ‘when they 
married at last after the five years’ engagement; they 
foyed one another so very dearly.” 

« Happy for them,” sai the Colonel. ‘‘ Well, Her- 
mionc, to come to my own history at last. Mrs. Escott 
and my wife came out to Poondagore, and I was thrown a 
good deal in their way. Bella was very beautiful then, or 
I thought so, and she was subdued by her father’s loss, 
and looked very melancholy ànd quict in her deep mourn- 
ing. She gave me to understand how lonely she was: 
how gay and empty her English life had been, and how 
she meant to turn over a new leaf now, and take to useful 
employments and reading. Well, I thought her life seemed 
uncongenial, and her mother unsympathetic; and at last I 
thought she would be happier as my wife than as she was, 
and she necepted me. We were marricd at Poondagoro, 
and soon afterwards went to Calcutta. 

« Then I found out how little I had known of her. 1 


don’t wish to speak evil of her, poor thing, for she was 


my wife, after all, and perhaps if I had known better how 
to deal with her she might have been different. But I 
had never known any woman intimately, except you and 
your sisters, and her petulance, and wilfulness, and cx- 
travagance were a constant surpriso to me at first. ‘Then 
we got into debt, and I had to send hor and the children 
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to a bungalow in the hills, partly because I could not trust 
her to keep out of debt in Calcutta, and partly for the 
children’s health. She hated the place, and many people 
thought me fearfully cruel to insist upon her staying there. 
Lhad no choice. I lived upon the least I could, and paid 
her bills. But we could not afford to send the children 
to England. Of course I knew they ought to go; but 
their health was good up there in the hills, and I refused 
to run into debt which I thought myself never likely to 
pay. Iused to go up there whenever I could get leave, 
and I thought that things seemed as satisfactory as could 
be expected. Tho children went to day-schools, and 
though I never thought that the arrangement was a good 
one, I think to this day that it was the best that could be 
made. 

«Well, once I went up to\Shedagra, and found poor 
Bella in a positive fury. She had been talking about her 
grievances to a friend, and had worked herself up into the 
worst rage I ever saw. Nothing would satisfy her but 
that I should promise to send her and the children to 
England by the next mail. | I refused; I had not the 
money, for the expenses I had} to meet, with the house at 
Shedagra and all, swallowed up every farthing of my 
money, and I knew that the expenses of Bella’s living in 
England would be greater stillt She went into hysterics, 
and they lasted so long tuat Ij was quite alarmed. Then 
she had an alarming attack of palpitation of the heart, 
and I tried to soothe her and do all I could for her; but 
ghe would not let me come near her. The nurse slept in 
her room that night, and the next morning Flora came in 
looking frightened, saying, ‘ Vio can’t wake mamma, she 
is so fast asleep.’ I wentin, anid we saw how it was. Tho 
laudanum-bottle stood open thelre—and we saw how much 


had gone from it.” ` : 
« You never thought that she —” said Hermione, and 
paused. i 
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“That she took it voluntarily ? No, I have always 
been certain that it was a mistake. In her state of excite- 


ment she could not have known. Besides, she was not 
tho- person to do such a decd in her sane mind; her 


mother always sai! so too. But it was dreadful cnough as 
it was. ‘he last words she said to me were, ‘If I had 
known what you were I would never have married you.’ 

- He spoke in a low voice, but as if the scene had been 


"so constantly before him that the relation filled him with 


no fresh horror. 

~- * Well, Hermione, you may imagine how awful it was, 
I accused myself of not haying done my duty by her, in 
having exiled her from me‘in that way, and I made: up 
my mind that: come what would, I would do my duty by 


- my children. So, as there ivas no other way, I sold my 
“commission and brought them home.” 
~ “That must have péon hard for you, 


said Ilermione ; 
** every one said you were getting on so well, and had such 
good prospects of promotion:-—" 

-“ So I had; but there wns no alternative. I said to 
myself that they should not, be able to lay it at my door 
that thoy were neglected, because I had other duties that 


Poe § preferred to them. I could not even exchange into 
-~ a home regiment, because i could not meet the expense 


of the passage; and then Iknew I ought to give up my 


_ whole time and attention to them if I under took it at all. 
~ So for the last five years I have had them to myself: but 
“that is the worst of it. Hermione—1 have failed again.” 


“How?” 
“Their mother had prejudiced them against me. as 


children, — and their moral training had been fearfully 


neglected. Old Mrs. Esectt, who has lived with us ever 
since, has told me things which made me thank God that 


- Thad them in my own hands at last. And Tam suro I- 
have striven to do my best for thom ; but it i$ tlie Escoti 


tompor; which. nothing over: seems to remove.’ 
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“« How do they show it?“ 


_ “ In intense perverseness and wilfulness, and in other 


ways too. Escott is sullen and morose, and Flora is net 
altogether trustworthy, I fear. I don’t say it is altogether 
their fault, poor children!” and Colonel Armyn sighed 
heavily. 

“ It must be partly their fault,” said Hermione, “ when 
you have given up so much to devote yourself to them.” 

“ Onc wants something better than good intentions, if 


one is to do any good in the world. Well, Hermione, now - 


you know what I have to tell you, what do you think? I 
can assure you that I have kept too tight a hand over 
them to allow of their haying any actual acquaintance with 
evil, It is only that I cannot see in them any progress 
towards good.” 

“ Has Escott never been to school ?” 

“ No; I could not send him with his temperament, and 
his previous wildness. I renember too well what schools 
were in my day to venture to expose an unguarded boy to 
them. But tell me what you, think, PER Will the 
association with children sushi: as I have described do any 
harm to yours ? ” 

“No,” said Hermione. d I will sce after Nest and 


Winny ABATA and as for Evän, he is generally at school,- 
y my g y 


and much too good and studiġus to be led away by other 
lads. In fact, I am afraid he hi be something of a prig, 
if we do not look out,” she added with a smile. ‘The 
truth is, Hugh, I am inclined, to think that we might be 
selfishly shirking an opporttinity of usefulness to your 
children, if we made ours stand aloof from them. They 


must meet with other people sooner or later, and if there * 


is anything undesirable, it is more easily tested and stopped 
under one’s own cyo. Not tp speak of the pleasure it 
would be to have you settled near us.” 

«Then you give me leave td take the Aranor House ? 
‘In that caso I will do it if it can be dono.” 
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“ Don’t do so without seeing it, Hugh, pray. You may 
think it damp, or too large, or too small.” 

“ Oh, I shall go to sce it for form’s sake. But I have 
made up my mind, since I have your permission.” 

Colonel Armyn returned that afternoon to report that 
he had had an interview with the lawyer at Erconbury, 
who had the Manor House on ‘his hands, and that it was 
to be put in order for him by the beginning of November. 

The sum he was to pay for repairs seemed to Aunt Hermy 
 w@ fancy price; but it was no business of hers, and she 
could only rejoice that her old friend was coming to settle 
so near her: without misgivings as to the character of his 
children which he had given her, thinking in her kindly 
heart that it was his exaggerated view of his fathorly 
responsibilities, coloured by the tragic circumstances of his 
wife’s death, which led him to take so gloomy a view of 
the subject. 

Aunt Immy fully agreed with her. ‘‘ Hugh Armyn 
always had a bee in his bonnet,’’ she said; ‘‘ first falling 
in love with Cordelia, who was six years older, and then 
marrying that wretched woman! I grant you he is a good 
man, if ever there was one; but tho best of men, I really 
do believe, are greater fools than the worst!” 
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CHAPTER V. 
NEW-COMERS. 


“ind out men’s wants and will, 
And ineet them there. All earthly joys grow less 
To the one joy of doing kindnesses.” 
G, HERBERT. 


Ir was a grey November day. |The firelight flickered upon 
the white panels, and gay picture-frames, and polished 
furniture of the Panclled Hoyse drawing-room, though it 
was hardly two o’clock ; and ¿the dim, foggy light outside 
scomed hardly able to contend against its cheerful glow. 
Nest sat at work by the winjdow, to catch what daylight 
she could for the stitching of \Evan’s collars; the Misses 
Rivers set great value upon meedlework, and would not 
have considered their nieces’ }days well filled without a 
definite task of sewing accomplished in it. Nest was 
exquisitely neat at fine white work: Winny’s stitching was 
not to be compared to her sister's, but her forte lay in 
cutting out, making up, and} trimming and turning, at 
which the little brown hands; were very deft and skilful.’ 
Some task of this sort she ghad on hand now. Aunt — 
Hermy was onthe sofa, RS for she had always been 
accustomed to a semi-inyalid life; and Aunt Immy was 
bustling about the house. 

There was a sharp, decided ring at the bell, and Winny 
started up, “O Aunt Hermy, do you think it is the 
Armyns? ‘They came yesterday;, you know!” 

« My dear child, I don’t like yyou to talk about people 

i 
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with tho definite article before thoir names in that way. 
It does not sound quite ladylike,” said Aunt Hermy, in 


*the reluctant manner in which she usually found fault. 


It is‘ono of the most observable points in persons who 
have the bringing up of other people’s children, that their 
sonse of duty so often compels them to notice such little 
trivialities as these. 

‘However, there was no time for discussion of the subs 
ject, for the door was opened, and ‘‘ Colonel Armyn ” 


‘ushered in. Behind him ‘appeared a tall, good-looking, 


red-haired girl, arrayed in rather shabby black silk, and a 

tall, grey-eyed lad with a certain farouche sullenness in 
his face. 

«I have brought them, up to see you, as I said I 
would,” said Culonel Armyn to Miss Rivers ; “I want to 
introduce them to you and Imogen. Where is she?” _ 

“Bustling about,” said (Aunt Hermy; “Immy rarely 
sits down quiet till tho” evering, and then undor paoicit 
How do you do, my dear ? | I suppose you are Flora.” 

«This is Flora, and this is Escott,” said Colonel 


‘Armyn. ‘* Ah, here is myjfr iend Cordelia; ” and he shook 


Nest’s hand warmly. 
“¢ Nest, we call her,” said Aunt Hermy; and as Nest, 


‘after shaking hands withithe strangers, stood shy and 


silent, Winny camo forward to do her part. She looked 
very protty and sparkling, the close winter dress setting 
off her slender little figure, with a knot of cherry-coloured 
ribbon in hex hair, and another fastening the little linen 
collar at her small brown ‘throat. The dashes of colour 
made just the difference hetween her general effect and 


` Nest’s Quaker-like neatness. : Her eyes were very quick 


in observing, and had taken in the characteristics. of the 
two. young ‘visitors before they had beon in the room for 


ae two minutes. She saw that Flora Armyn was a some- 
< what handsome girl, made on a large. scale, with rathor 
large pie well- formed feat ares; light blue eyes, a Boog com - 
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plexion, and hair of the red which approaches more nearly 
to chestnut than to gold. The least pleasing part of her 
was a want of stillness about the mouth and the eyebrows. 
It was not a face that you instinctively felt you could 
trust, as her father’s was. Although she was really a few 
months younger than Nest, her manner was much older 
nnd more formed; and shyness evidently was not her 
weak point. She spoke to Miss Rivers as to an equal, 
without any special deference to her years; and shrewd 
little Winny said to herself as she watched her, “ She 
wants Aunt Hermy not to take her for a little girl, I sup- 
pose; but I don’t call it pretty manners at all.” 

The boy, who was a year younger, was not at all like 
his sister. His complexion was sallow and Indian-looking, 
and he held his head down and looked up under his eye- 
lids at the people and the plagg he was visiting. He had 
his father’s good forehead and long upper lip; but the 
lower jaw was heavy, and the loni was half sullen, half 
melancholy. He was at that awkward age when arms 
and legs are all in the way, arid was made more awkward 
still by the man’s height to whilch he had attained, and tho | 
gruffness of a voice which had‘ lost its boyish treble, and 
had not yet mellowed into bane “I never saw such a 
cub,” thought Aunt Hermy, ajfter vainly Cade: to 
bring him into conversation. 

Nest drew her chair towards |: Miss Armyn’ s, and with a 
praiseworthy sense of duty, beggan to ask in a shy, prim 
little voice, what sort of joumey they had had, and - 
` whether. they found Lyke warmjer than Skepwith. Flora 

replied in an off-hand manner, yvhich made Nest feel still 
more shy and alarmed; and nd conversation languished, 
until Winny struck in, ‘‘ Oh, dofa’t vou hepe we shall have 
some skating this winter ?” This brought them down 
from abstract matters of fact to} the domain of personal 
interests, and soon they were fae talk, even Escott 
joining in with a remark now aind then. Nest was no ~ 
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skater, for she had never had courage to face the inevit- 
able tumbles which beginners must endure; and sho left 


Winny to entertain the guests while she listened to what . 
Colonel Armyn and her aunt were saying. It was much 


more interesting to her to hear his description of the 
Himalayas than to listen to Flora and Winny discussing 
the newest kind of skates, and the best ponds in the neigh- 
bourhood, with all the ardour of truc lovers of the sport. 

Before they had exhausted all their topics of conversation, 

_ Colonel Armyn looked at his watch. and said, ‘I think we 
` must be going now, or we shall not be at Erconbury in 
time for the cathedral service.” - 

`- “You. are surely not going all that way to-ds y?” said 
Aunt Hermy, in surprise j for it was damp and raw, and 
something was falling which was neither fog nor rain. 

“& Yes, Iam. We don’t:mind weather; they are both of 
them strong, and I intend to make a point of attending the 
cathedral service every day. I consider it such a privilege 
to be so near Erconbury, that I mean to make tho utmost 
use of it.” ) 

Escott looked up at Flora, and raised his eyebrows. 
Flora looked at him, anë. shrugged her shoulders; and 
Winny watched them both, much edified. Then they shook 
hands with their new acquaintances, and walked away. 

“ Poor children!” said Miss Rivers, “ he really should 
not drag them all that way in the rain. ‘Well, girls, I am 
glad we have scen them ; what do you think of them?” 

“ I don’t like cither of them,” said Nest. “I could not 
get on with Miss Armyn, and the boy is quite a bear.” 

“Now I got on very) well with Miss Armyn,” nid 

‘Winny. “I don’t know that I should fall in love with her, 
but I found plenty to say! And I believe the boy has got 
something in him. Some’ time I shall set to work to draw 
him out.” 


‘* My dear Winny, yi will never get anything ont of : 


him,” said Nest, “ however long you try.” 
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“ Do you challenge me, Nest ?” said Winny, springing 
up and standing in front of her sister in an attitude of 
laughing defiance. ‘Do you mean to say that there is 
one human being in the world that I can’t make talk if I 
try riL 

« My dear child!” said Aunt Hermy, half-laughing, 


half-reproachful. She always had an uneasy feeling with - 


regard to Winny, that the child: might be on the verge of 
unladylike talk or fastness without her finding it out; and 
Winny was given to say such, unaccountable things— 
things which would never have come into her aunt’s head 
—so that perhaps there was some little excuse for the 
needless suspicion. 

« Aunt Hermy, I won't have n; iy one talent depreciated ! 
[ can make people talk if I can do nothing else. Didn’t I 
coax old Mrs. Wheeler to give | mo the reason why she 
wouldn’t let Sophy come to sch'ool, when Mrs. Heydon, 
and Mr. Heydon, and Aunt Tyamy, and Nest, had all 
failed? And would you Ne mie retreat before a hobble- 
dchoy like that ?” 

« Well, we won’t discuss the) question, Winny,” said 
Aunt Hermy. ‘It is quite right to be civil and pleasant 
to people; but it sounds a little {forward to say that you 
can make any body talk if you. try. Now get me the 
‘Daisy Chain,’ and I will read yjou some of it while you 
work: where did we leave off?” 

Meanwhile the colonel and hijs children were walking 
together along the muddy, splashy road between Lyke and 
Erconbury—a road which, thoug very pretty in summer, 
was yery damp and dreary in Ni vember. Walking toge- 
ther, however, they were not, litọrally speaking; Colonel 
Armyn was striding on in front, ajad Escott and Flora had 
dropped behind. 

“© What did you think of the governor's paragons, 
Flora ?” said Escott. 

“I thought the prim old lady ajad the prim young one 
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seemed birds of a feather. Dut that little one with the 
red ribbon has something in her, I should say.” 

“Is she the one who is the nicest girl the governor has 
ever seen ?”’ said Escott. 

«No, no, of course not. How can you ask sucha 
question? It is that grave thing with the mealy face and 
‘wooden figure. She is his sort of young lady exactly. 
Nest, they call her. Did you ever hear such a ridiculous 
name ?”’ 

“ They havo got a jolly house, though.” 

Yes. As they are such paragons, perhaps papa may 
tako oxamplo by them and let us have a decent drawing- 
room. It is evident, too, that they don’t think it necessary 
to go to the cathedral every day; they were quite asto- 
nished at our going.” 

“ Confound the cathedral!” muttered Escott. 

« And the placo altogether, you might say,” said Flora. 
“« Why ho should not have gone to Brighton, where we 
might have had socicty, and I could have had singing les- 
sons, and dances, I can’t think !”’ 

‘Thank heaven we’ve not come to that,” said Escoti. 
“ This place is bad enough ; but Brighton—pooh !” 
«You might have come across other boys there.” 

«IT don’t want to come aczoss other boys. When T do, 
they always ask me where I am at school, and despise me 


= 
om 
> 


“when I say I am nowhere. Plague on it all!” And 344 


Escott switched viciously at a thistle, heavy with wet, | 


which stood by the roadside. 
“ Grandmamma w ants him to sond you now.” 
“That is out of the (question, I am too old. Besides, 


lont I know that he ‘won't givo it me just because I, 


~ want it?” 


“Ho always has bedn like that,” said Flora. « The Ji 2 


“way” he kept us short of everything at Skepwith, every one 


said was a crying shanie. And look at this old silk that I 4) 
haye got on now—my best; gown ! Whatever he chooses I= 
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to stint us of now, at least he can’t lay to the score of 
poverty.” 5 
“No,” said Escott. “Well, here we are, in for an ~ 
hour of it at least. -I rather think I shall turn faint, or - 
something, to escape it, Flora. Aow do you do that sort 
of thing? Put your head back len} gasp like this ?” aud | 
lie acted what he imagined to be #1 imitation of a fainting 
fit, as he walked. 
Flora laughed. ‘No, not exacily. Besides, the verger 
would find you out, if you did.” l 
Colonel Armyn’s scat was in’ front of theirs, and his 
conduct during the service presenied a very different aspect 
to that of his children. They yawned, whispered, and 
looked about them in a way which showed that they had 
very little sense either of reverence or decorum—sat where 
they should have knelt, and were silent when they should 
have sung. The one iden of Roth was to endure the 
allotted time under compulsion, bit by no means to join in 
the service. ‘heir father, on thc other hand, knelt with: . 
clasped hands and bowed head, Ihis whole soul absorbed 
in worship. The faith which Ipad dared death rather 
than stight the Christianity paa he professed had not 
died ont, but rather strengthenedl, under the stram of 
daily disappointments, struggle vith poverty, and small 
fretting cares. It was no lip-sud!Vice which came from 
him. | z 
_ Perhaps it was not wonderfulit that the boy and girl 
should have been light and irrey, Prent in their behaviour, 
‘since they had been forcibly taken 1 to the cathedral against 
their will and without their optior.ct3 but it was only wilful 
~ blindness which refused to sec frohim their father’s face that 
he-was in a higher world of thoy tlight than theirs, and to 
“fancy, as they chose,to do, that EOS for the service no 
more than they did, and only chose h to take them there in 
order to annoy them. i à 
` That night another littlo circums 
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showod plainly enough the footing which Flora and Escott 
stood on with regard to their father. 

They were sitting in the drawing-room, their father was 
in his study, and old Mys. Escott nodding in her chair. 


Tho drawing-room was PA a comfortable room ; there was 


not enough furniture 4 pill it proporly, and what there 
was was so new-that it loy ked more like a newly established 
hotel than a home. Mis. Escott was a shrivelled little 
old woman with prominent features, who dressed too 
youthfully to look well, fand was just now attired in a 
bright brown silk, and a fcap with rose-coloured ribbons, 
which might have been very becoming forty years before. 

“Tsay, Flora, just edver this, will you?” said Escott, 
bringing out the two voluimes of-the translation of ‘‘ Monto 
Cristo.” i 

“Al right. You muist get mo some brown paper, 
though.” ; 

**Can’t you cover it yo any thing else? I’ve got no 
brown paper.” t 

« What do you want i covered for ?” 

“ Because the governcyr would confiscate it if he saw it. 


There’s no harm in it% but he laid an embargo on any ; 


French translations—rubvish !” 
“Tt looks good,” said Ilora, peeping in. 


« You shall have it to jixead if you will cover it for me,” - 


‘gaid Escott. i 

« All right. Iwill takle it up-stairs and see whether I 
can’t find something to cover it with.” 

But as fate ordained, ! Flora was hardly at the door be- 
fore her father opened it} against her, and in saving herself 


$ 


from tho concussion shc } let ono of tho books slip. She 


stooped to pick it up, bys he was before her, took it to the- 


_ light and read tho title. ý 2 7 


“ How did you get Lpold of this book, Flora?” he said, 


gravely. “If is not { fit for you. Dumas is one of tha 
worst French writers, 7 { believe.” 
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“Tt’s mine,” said Escott, definitly: “and there’s not 4 ~ 
bit of harm in it all through.” 

‘© Yours, is it ? I warned you what I should do the next 
time I found such books in the house. Where is the other 
volume ?” 

Flora handed it to him sullenly. He took the two 
books, and deliberately put them into the hottest blaze of 
the fire, whereby they were soon reduced to a smouldering 
black mass. 

“There,” he said, after a little silence, “I have only 
done as I said. I wonder that you like to put such books 
into your sister’s hands, Escott.” 

“ There was no harm in it,” repeated Escott, sullenly. 

“ You might not have seen the harm; but I can only 
say that Flora had much better take to dram-drinking at 
once, than to a course of bad books,” 

This was perfectly true; but a the same time Escott 
was right in his assertion that there W pe? no harm in “ Monte 
Cristo,” and the consciousness of ye made him very in- 
dignant with his father for not believing him. 

‘¢ What are you saying about bac (books, Hugh ?” piped 
Mrs. Escott, waking from her nap l “I am sure the chil- 
dren read none; at least I have « Ovays been very careful 
to keep my old novels locked up in/my room, Tor fear they 
should get at them, so you need not accuse me.’ 

“I did not accuse you, indeed,” said the Colonel, kindly, 
going up to hor chair; “I am sure) you always try to do 

the best you can by them.” | 

And with this he went back to his study, where he sat 
down by the fire, and buricd his face in his hands. 

‘Poor children!” he said to himself ; “how are they 
to face the temptations of life if they show no more prin- 
ciple in little things now? And yet)I have tried to do my 
best for them: God help them and me!” 
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CHAPTER VI. 


WAKING FRIENDS. 


LS Perversensss makes one squint-cyed.” 
G. HERBERT. 


““Frora, my doar,” slid old Mrs. Escott a day or twa 
later, “I do wish you Would put my wool-work right, as 
you said you would. F I can’t get on with it till you 
do.” j 


«So I will some tind, grandmamma ; but I really can't 
-= just now, I am reading” 


«What did I heat you say, Flora?” said Colonel 


. Armyn, whom she had believed to be engrossed in writing 


a letter. ‘ Why do jou not oblige your grandmother at 
once ?” 
Flora went sullenly , ad took up the work, not with-the 
- most amiable eountena,® ve in the world. _ Presently Colonel 
-Armyn, haying writter his letter, went out again, and 
Flora, though she still leld the w rich in her hand, resumed 
‘her novel. “She had xo conscience with regard to little 
things like this ; par ty, perhaps, owing to the early want 
of a mother’s care. ; 
Presently a note vas brought in, daintily folded and 


neatly writton, “Fim Miss END miss 5 to wait `- 


‘for an answer.’ 
` Flora opened and dale i 


“Dear Miss Amaux,—My aunts hope that you will 
come here to luncheo?. „to-morrow, and spend the afternoon 


with us, if you hayo o poa ongagomónt. We are 
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afraid that it would be dull for your brother to stay so long, 
as we are all by ourselves, and Evan is not at home, but 
.we shall be very glad to see him if he likes to come to 
afternoon tea before he escorts you home. 


“Yours sincerely, 


“ Nest CorpELtA WILLIAMS.” 


This note was writen in 2 small, neat hand, and was the 
pink of tidiness, but Flora accidentally turned over the leaf, 
and found two memorandums there, which Nest had not 
suspected, though one was in her own handwriting. First 
of all, in a strong bold hand, was the notification, ‘‘ Two 
and a-half currant and raspberry, two sugar, two pots of 
jam ;” and directly under it, as if for comment, came a 
German verse with its translation beneath it :— 


“ Shadow love and shadow ‘kisses, 
Shadow life, all wondrous strange : 
Deem'st thou, fool, that all our blisses 
Sure abide and never change?” 

Flora burst out laughing. “ Lex here, Escott. Do you 
think that is meant as a serious Reme to me, or does it 
refer to the keeping of the currant and raspberry jam ?” 

“The jam, I should say,” said, Escott, gravely. 

“I should never have thought she could have done such 
a stupid thing as that. She aa much too prim. If it 
had been the little one—— 

“ The little one would have been too much on the spot 
to do anything of that sort,” said'Escott. *¢ Well, do you 
mean to go?” 4 

« T don’t know if papa will let mp,” said Flora. ‘As I 
don’t care twopence-halfpenny whether I go or not, I sup- 


pose he will say, in his sweetest tome, ‘ Go, by all means, - 


` my dear.” 


E 
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_ Flora swept out of the room, and swept in again after a 
minute’s absence. 

« Just as I said! Iam by all means to go, because it will 

- be such an advantage to me to have sucli a nice girl as 
"Nest Williams for my friend. That, at least, I am deter- 
‘mined I never will.” 

Tlowever, Flora scribbled off a hasty acceptance of the 
invitation, and the deed was done. 

As soon as she reached the Panelled House, it began to 
rain, and rained persistently all day. Nest and Winny had 
hoped to take their visitor for a walk, which would have 
been something to do; but instead of this there was 
nothing for it but to sit in the drawing-room, talking 
company talk of the weariest description. At longth 
Winny, by a stroke of the audacity of genius, solved the 
difficulty. 

“ Miss Armyn, would! you mind coming to sit in tho 
dining-room while I dofame pasting of my library books ? 
I can’t have them up Jhere, and it is a pity to waste tho 
chance of a wet day a doing them.” 

Flora graciously assented, and while Winny fluttered 
about the room, oste asibly upon tho pretext of puiting 
away Nest’s music, shq found occasion to whisper in her 
sister’s enr, ‘Let me {have her for half-an-hour, and seo 
what I can make of har. We shall never thaw at this 
rate.” f 


Nest assented, and’ Flora and Winny went into tho — 
Gining-room, where Flyora was soon established in an easy- 


chair. with her feet Gn th2 fender before a bright fire, 
while Winny’s slight little figure flitted about tho tablo, 
- pasting and handling the dirty books. Flora did not offer 
` to help her; the work . looked uninviting and disagreeable, 
and Flora was not given to doing good- natured things with- 
out invitation. 

No one, however, ¢ ould long be unsociable with Winny. 


an The gleesome voice í and the light-hear ted laugh were irre, 
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sistibie, and before long Thora was ; telling her about Skep- 
with and her former life there. 

“ You can’t think how we hated it,” she said. ‘* We had 
a little cottage with horribly low, small rooms, so that we 
were quite ashamed to ask anybody there ; and indeed we 
could not have had any one to tea or dinner, for papa 
always would have the housekeeping in his own hands, 
and the way he stinted us no one would believe. Cold 
mutton and rice-pudding day after day ; no fires except in 
the depth of winter, and then never in my bedroom ; and 
as for my dress, if you had seen it you never would have 
believed how shabby it was. Grandmamma used to say I 
was not dressed like a Jady, and he always had one answer, 
he was very sorry, but he could not afford it. When all 
the time he was sending pounds and pounds out to India, 
that he need not have done in the least. But he never 
would listen to grandmamma.” 

Winny was slightly astonished at this sudden confidence, 
aud perhaps her face showed it. 

“I am shocking you, I suppose, but I can’t help it. I’d 
much sooner that every one should know the footing wo 
are on with papa, or they will be shocked sooner or later,” 
said Flora. ‘* You know that it is impossible that we can 
feel towards him as we might if he had been different. I 
am sure the life he led poor mamma was quite dreadful : 
banishing her and us up to Shedagra, a horrid littio wild 
place where we never saw a human’ being, and refusing to 
send us to England, so that every one was crying shamo 
upon him.” 

_ * But,” said Winny, “I thought he gave up the army 
on purpose to take you to England.” 


« So ho did; but what good was that when he has mado . 


our lives a burden to us ever since? ‘Think of poor 
Escott, who has never been allowed to go to school, only 


sont up every day to be tutorised by Mr. Smith, a St. Bees 


man and a Leeds shopkeeper’s son!” - 
E2 
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Winny was not sure that Mr. Smith need be a worse 
tutor for being a shopkeeper’s son, but she was too curious 
to hear more of Flora’s story to dispute the point, and it 
was not possible to her to show disapproval by gravity and 
silence, as Nest would have done. So she laughed, and 
said, “ Did he tutorise you too ?” 

« Gracious! No, I should hope not,” said Flora. “I 
have never been educated at all. Papa has taught me 
French, and made me read Arnold’s ‘ Rome,’ and that sort 
of thing, and I don’t know which of us hated it the most. 
I am not the least accomplished. I believe I could sing if 
I had lessons, but as I wished it of course I was not 
allowed them.” 

“ But you will be now, of course,” said Winny. 

« There is no of course, as you will see when you know 
papa. He thinks Escott and me the most wicked and 
worthless creatures on the face of the earth. There, now, 
I have shocked you in good earnest,” as Winny looked up 
with eyes quite round with wonder, “and you will think 
me so too for telling you.. But please don’t give me up, 
Winny. You will stand my friend, won’t you ?” 

Winny was surprised. She did not like Flora much, but 
at the same time’she was interested and a little touched ; 
for the girl’s bitterness, which Nest would have taken as 
merely exhibiting ill temper, Winny’s quick eyes read at 
once as proceeding from a heart ill at ease, from some 
cause or other ; and Winny never could see any one un- 
‘Wappy without trying to comfort them in some way. 

« Yes, indeed I will,” she said. ‘‘ But do you know, I 
can’t think that things can be really as you say. Aunt 
Hermy likes your father so much. Don’t you think it may 
be that he was really pressed for money, and that now that 
he is better off it will;be different ?” 

« Oh, it is not only money that is so uncomfortable,” 
said Flora; ‘it is averything. What do you think of 
his insisting on dragging us down to Erconbury evory day 
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in the rain, to the cathedral service? He did that till last 
Saturday, when my throat got quite sore, and since then 
he has let me stay at home when I say so. Ido hope your 
aunt will persuade him to be sensible; she is sensible, is 
she not ?” 

“ Aunt Hermy ? I should think so!” said Winny indig- 
nanily, for it was not a matter of indifference to her to 
hear those she loved depreciated. 

“Well, all aunts are not, you know: but I am quite 
willing to believe that she is,” said Flora. ‘‘ One thing I 
am quite sure of,” she added after a pause, “ that the 
Manor House will not be as horrid as I thought it would, 
because I shall have a friend here.” 

“I don’t believe you will find it horrid at all when you 
get used to it,” said Winny, who always looked at the 
bright side of things. 

« It is so damp,” said Flora ; ‘* poor grandmamma says 
she is sure she will never be able to stand the fog from 
that pond.” 

« All places are more or less damp in November,” said 
Winny. ‘I would sooner live at the Manor House thau 
anywhere else except here.” 

“Do you really mean you would not mind living all 
your life in this deadly-lively place ?” 

“ I love Lyke, and I would not live anywhere else for a 
hundred thousand million pounds,” said Winny ; “and if 
you use disrespectful words of it I won’t be your friend.” 

But Winny laughed as she spoke, and did not look very 
fierce: and Flora drew her towards her, and kissed her, 
saying, ‘“ Well, I won’t vex you; you are a dear little 
thing.” : 

Winny did not mind being kissed, but Nest did. The 
elder sister, who was naturally very reserved to strangers, 
never kissed any but her most intimate friends ; and sho 
opened the door just in time to see this concluding caress. 
Her face was na study to behold, as she caught Winny’s 
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saucy triumphant glance. She did not at all like Flora 
—there was a natural repulsion between them—and it 
needed all her sense of propricty, hospitality, and the 
promise she had given to Colonel Armyn, to make her 
overcome her dislike so far as to be decently civil. She 
_ thought she was extremely civil, for Nest had not learnt the 
ways of the world enough to know how very easily half- 
hearted courtesy is detected, and how warm it is necessary 
to be in one’s manner if one wishes not to betray dislike. 
' Your brother is come,” she said to Flora; “and my 
nunt told me to come and say that they have ordered 
afternoon tea.” 

This caused a-break, and for the next half-hour Nest, 
with a most praiseworthy intention of doing her duty, con- 
versed with Flora. The conversation was not remarkably 
interesting; and Nest was apt- to lack fresh subjects to 
start when a pause came, since sho was not gifted with 
small talk. She was a litile distracted, too, by trying to 
catch what Winny and Escott were talking about. They 
appeared to be having quite an animated conversation on 

_ their side of the room; she heard snatches like this, “ I 
was awfully frightened, for I could not think what had 
happened to the dog ;” and then again, ‘‘ So the keeper 
said if that was all, he would not mention it this time.” 
Winny sat smiling and listening, really interested as it 
seemed. Nest could not think how she could be, for she 
had the contempt for field-sports which does sometimes 

_ possess girls of an intellectual turn of mind without sport- 

ing male relations ; but Winny was certainly laughing, and 
cager, and put in a word here and there which showed 
that she followed the narrative. 
«7m afraid there are no badgers here,” she said, after 
the close of one of Escott’s anecdotes. ‘‘ But I suppose 
you will like hunting, and there is plenty of that here- 
` abouts.” fo z 
- “J don’t suppose my father will let me,” he said. “He 
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has not said anything about my having anything to ride.” 
And Escott’s face, which had been animated, clouded over 
and took the heavy morose look it had had at the time of 
his first visit. 

‘Oh, I thought you all rode,” said Winny: ‘ he asked 
if Nest and I did, and said he hoped sometimes we should 
come out riding with you, because he wanted Flora to 
learn.” 

“Then that does seem like it,” said Escott, with such 
sudden brightening that Winny could not resist saying, 
‘Why don’t you ask him ?” 

“We never ask him anything,” said Escott. “He 
never gives us what we want if we do. Why, I’ve asked 
him a dozen times at least, till I got too old, to let me go 
to school; and now, instead of letting me go off to a tutor 
somewhere, where I should find a few other fellows to talk 
to, he’s fixed for me to go to Erconbury to be coached by 
the curate there.” : 

Whereby Winny perceived that Escott had his grievances 
as well as his sister. Still, she had broken the ice, and, 
as she considered, had redeemed her challenge fairly by 
making him taik; and she liked him better than his sister, 
for he could brighten and make himself very pleasant, when 
he chose, whereas she seemed to be interested only in her 
own affairs. 

When the visitors departed, they both gave a warm 
invitation to Winny to come to the Manor Honse. Nest 
was by courtesy included ; but all the warmth was accorded 
to Winny, and Aunt Immy remarked it after they were 
gone. — 

“ When J was a girl,” she said pointedly to Winny, “I. 
should have thought it wrong to put myself forward before 
my elder sister. First of all you drag the girl downstairs, 
and keep her there to yourself; and then monopolise the 
boy, so that Nest has hardly had a word with him.” 

“Quite as much as I wanted, Aunt Immy,” said Nest, 
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merrily, her spirits greatly lightened by the departure of 
her incubus. 

«I don’t care; I don’t like to see Winny putting herself 
out of her place. It is neither right nor proper, and I 
don’t call it proper feeling on her part,” added Aunt Immy 
severely, 

Winny pretended to cry, but her conscience gave her a 
little prick notwithstanding ; for she had so much satis- 
faction in making herself agreeable that she was conscious 
at times of leaving Nest in the background. 

‘* Nest,” sho said, clasping her sister’s waist with her 
two hands, next time they were alone together, “I am 
compunctious, and I won’t never do it no more. Do you 
mind ?” 

« No, nonsense, my dear,” said good, unselfish Nest: 
‘ you are the one to make the house pleasant, which I can’t 
do. Never mind Aunt Immy, but go on as you do, and 
take the trouble off my hands: It is much better for every 
one concerned.” 

And Winny danced off, her mind at ease. 
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CHAPTER VIL 


iS. HEYDON’S DINNER-PARTY¥, 


“ Her voice was sweet and very low, 

Her singing quite seraphic : 

She was a seraph, lacking wings, 
That much I freely own; 

But it is one of those queer things 
Whose cause is all unknown 

(Such are the wasp, the household fly, 
‘The shapes that crawl and curl, 

By men called centipedes), that I 
Simply abhorred that girl.” 


C. S. C. 


Lyke was so quiet a place, that it caused quite a stir in ita 
little world if a party was given cither at the Rectory, or 
the Panelled House. ‘The poor people always found it out 
beforehand, and knew there would be soup for somebody, 
and the chronic invalids knew it too, and expected delica- 
cies; and as a Lyke school-child, being asked to define 
charity, had informed Nest that it was “when people 
expect something,” charity in the Lyke sense was very 
abundant just then. 

The Rector and his wife had resolved to have na dinner- 
party in honour of the newly-arrived parishioners. They 
had only a small dining-room, and could not entertain more 
than ten; so that with themselves, their nephew Jack, 
Miss Imogen Rivers, and Nest, the Colonel, Mrs. Escott, 
and the young Armyns, and a neighbouring curate, the 
table was full. Aunt Hermy’s throat was delicate, and sho 
did not often go out in tho evening; but Winny was asked 
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to come after dinnor, an invitation which she was not at all 
too prond to accept. 

Nost looked very fresh and nice in her white evening 
dress, displaying the pretty shoulders and smooth contour 
of seventeen. Her shy gentle manner suited her well, and 
so did the expression of the thoughtful brow and grava 
eyes. Mrs. Heydon looked approvingly at her, and still 
more when Flora Armyn came in, attired in a manner 
which certainly became her extremely well, but which was 
too fanciful to be quite suitable for a country dinner- 
party. ‘The girl loched strikingly handsome, for her fair 
complexion seemed almost dazzling in its lily and rose, 


` and her masses of chestnut-red hair were disposed to the 


utmost advantage; but her good looks were those of a 
person who has studied effect rather more than one would 


- wish a young girl to do, and the consequence was that 


she lacked the air cf freshness and simplicity which gavo 


such a charm to Nest. 
At dinner Nest had the pleasure, a very great one to 


her, of siiting next to Colonel Armyn; and she found it 
so easy to get on with him that soon they were in con- 
fidential conversation. 

Did you know my father in India?” said Nest, timidly, 
in a pause betwee: fish and chicken. 

«Yes; one season we were both quartered at Calcutta, 
and I saw a good deal of him. That was before your 
mother’s death. Do you remember him at all?” 

“ Only such things as seeing him in his uniform, and 
admiring the gold epaulecttes,” said Nest, smiling. ‘‘ J was 


_ only six,-you know, when we were sent home.” - 
-* Hoe was a man well worth knowing,” said Colonel 
- Armyn. “You have missed a great deal in not having 


known him.. He was one of the best men in the service, 


_ and every one loved him who had to do with him. It was 


no wonder that your mother did.” 
“Did you,” eet ‘spoke in a lower voice, «ever hear 
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any particulars of the way he was killed? Do you think 
they hurt him much ?” 

“I do not think so. I believe he was shot through the 
heart, and died at once. Of course it is very diflicult to 
get at the truth of these things now; but I gathered that 
that was the case. But even if it were not so it would 
make very little difference to him now.” 

“ Yes,” said Nest, gravely. 

« And at least he had the honour of dying at his post,” 
said the Colonel. ‘ That is something to us old stagers, 
you know, or rather, so it was once.” 

“ What a pity that you had to leave the army!” said 
Nest, in reply to his tone rather than his words. 

«Tt was a hard wrench,” said Colonel Armyn, smiling, 
looking at the compassionate dark eyes. ‘* But we forget 
our early ambition, you know, when we grow old. Mine 
is easily satisfied now; I am going to join the Erconbury 
volunteers, who seem rather in a bad way, to judge by 
the drill I saw going on the other day. Also I intend to 
become a justice of the peace, and relieve the Rector of 
the necessity of being the bugbear of all the small boys 
who steal the farmers’ apples, as he informs me that 
he is.” 

« And do you think you will like Lyke?” said Nest, 
with unavoidable disregard of cuphony. $ 

“I knew it of old, you know. I should have liked to 
come and settle here when I first came to England, but tho 
cottage at Skepwith was offered to us rent free, and I was 
too poor to be able to refuse it. But I used to spend my 
holidays here when I was a boy; your grandfather was my 
guardian, and I haye always been grateful to my father for 
putting me into his charge.” 

“ He died before I was born,” said Nest. 

-« Ah, of course. He was a most remarkable man, 
rather too much of a recluse to influence the world as he 
-might have done otherwise, but the most cultivated and 
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scholarly person I ever met. I never shall forget his start 
of horror when he questioned mo about my knowledge of 
Shakspeare, and I was obliged to confess that I had no 
idea whom his daughters were named after, and that I had 
never rend a single passage except ‘ Friends, Romans, and 
countrymen,’ and ‘To be or not to be,’ both of which I 
had heard spouted on the speech-day at school.” 

« Aunt Hermy has kept up the family traditions with 
us,” said Nest; ‘we had ‘Bowdler’ to read as a great 
treat when we had been good. Evan and I used to think 
it the greatest honour; but Winny iried to persuade us 
that it was a great waste of time, when we might be play- 
ing at hide-and-seek.” 

Colonel Armyn laughed. He enjoyed talking to this 
fresh, natural girl, and wished in his heart that Flora 
had not learnt to affect that grown-up manner in society 
which seemed to him so ill to become her years. He 
looked at her across the table; she was talking to Mr. 
Burnet, the Erconbury curate. _ Flora did not look so well 
when she was talking as when she was still. She had a 
habit of slightly moving her eyebrows, and it gave an air 
of restlessness to her face; and one could sce that 
although now, with the smooth beauty of her early youth, 
it did not much matter, there might come a time when 
the restless motion might make her almost disagreeable to 
look at. It Jooked now like a little piece of girlish affec- 
tation, which few would notice in the radiance of her com- 
plexion and the grace of her figure.” ~ 

After dinner the ladies found Winny in the drawing- 
room, arrayed in n high white gown, as became her years ; 
but looking very pretty with her red ribbons and bright 
eyes. It was evident that she was a universal favourite: 
Mrs. Heydon went up to her and kissed her, saying warmly, 
« My dear little Winny! I wish we had had room for you 
at dinner ; but you don’t mind, do you ?” 

“O no,” said Winny, returning the kiss; ‘‘ of course I 
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don't. Ihave been listening to you all talking through 
the wall, and I heard such very odd little bits joined 
together! If Nest had been here she might have made 
a story out of them, as she used to do out of the French 
exercises.” 

Then Flora came up and called her to sit by her on the 
sofa, with what Mrs. Heydon set down as ‘‘ school-girlish 
ill-breeding.” <‘ Winny,” she began at once, “do tell 
me how you like my new gown? I have been at it all 
day, to try to arrange it properly. Do you think I have 
succeeded ?” 

Winny gave her criticism in a diplomatic manner; for 
there were points about the dress she did not like, and 
was too truthful not to say so. But she was well aware 
of Mrs. Heydon’s disapproval of what she called ‘a 
couple of silly girls getting together and whispering in a 
corner,” and she called Flora out to look at some sterco- 
scopic slides on the table. Mrs. Heydon noticed it. 
‘‘ Winny is the best-mannered child I know,” she said to 
Aunt Immy. 

« Not better than Nest,” said Aunt Immy. 

« A dozen times better, my dear. Nest is a good girl 
enough, but she does not the least know how to deal with 
other people as Winny does. Nest may be clever in book- 
` learning, but she will never find out how to tenir un 
salon.” 

Mrs. Heydon was rather fond of bringing in French 
sentences into her speeches; she always pronounced them 
-with an uncompromising British accent, and Winny, catch- 
ing the last words, glanced up and laughed at her; for 
they had had many jokes together on the subject. Winny, 
though she could not speak or write French grammati- 
cally, pronounced it rather well, and had tried hard to 
make Mrs. Heydon confess that uny salong and un salon 
had not exactly the same sound; but it still remained a 
mooted point. 
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“Look at the little witch!” said Mrs. Heydon, laugh- 
ing. ‘Such sharp eyes and cars nobody ever had before. 
You had better look out, Immy. Somebody will be falling 
in love with her before long, or I am very much mistaken. 
She is just the sort of girl to marry at seventcen.” 

© T dare say!” said Aunt Immy, sceptically. 

Then the gentlemen came in, and before long Winny 
~ was talking to three of them at once—Escott Armyn, Jack 
Heydon, and Mr. Burnet. Mr. Heydon made himself 
agreeable to old Mrs..Escott, and Colonel Armyn talked 
to Aunt Immy while Nest listened. By this arrangement 
Flora was left with only Mrs. Heydon, and she did not 
like it. It was a peculiarity of Flora’s mind that her 
temper was always set on edge, as it were, if she saw any 
one else receiving any attention, admiration, or pleasure 
which she-did tiot reccive. It made her strain her mind 
to the utmost to find somo way of sharing the good 
things from which she was excluded, and whatever Flora 
wished she wished intensely. ‘This was the real cause of 
the biiterness with which she spoke of Skepwith, and of 
~ what she considered her father’s niggardliness to her there. 
_ She had one means of forcing attention, however, which 
she had not tried yet at Lyke. There was a pianoforte in 
the room, but no one had yet opened it; so she said to 
Mrs. Heydon, “Does Nest Williams play? I should so 
much like to hear her.” 

“She docs not play much, but sings prettily,” said 
Mrs. Heydon. “Nest, go and give us a song, that is a 
_ good girl.” 

Nest obeyed. She went to the piano, and sang a littlo 
German song, one of those little Volkslieder which seem 
to be the true expression of the life of a people, and which. 
produce truce pathos by their very incoherence. Nest’s 
voice was sweet, true, and pathetic, but not powerful; and 
when Mrs. Heydon said to Flora, “ Now, Miss Armyn, it 
"is your turn,” she felt well pleased. 
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There was a sudden hush through the room when the 
first note of Flora’s rich contralto voiee rang out ‘‘ In 
questa tomba oscura.” It was a beautiful voice, lacking 
cultivation, it is truc, but full, sweet, and powerful, and 
giving promise of still greater power than it had. If any- 
thing, it was too powerful for the small Rectory drawing- 
room; but Flora’s point was gained, for not only Mr. 
Burnet and Jack Heydon, but Nest, and Winuy herself, 
were grouped around the piano when she had finished, and 
were unanimous in begging for more. Mr. Heydon, too, 
had come behind her, and was saying, ‘‘I had no idea we 
had such a musical acquisition in you, Miss Armyn. Wo 
must positively get you to help us in the choir.” 

Flora’s eyebrows were still for once, as she enjoyed her 
little triumph ; and she had sense to see that airs of un- 
willingness would be out of place here. So she sat and 
sang, song after song, until Aunt Immy gave the signal to 
go, saying, “A quarter past ten! Hermy will think we 
are lost. Come, Nest and Winny.” ‘Then they all began 
to disperse, Mrs. Heydon saying to Flora, much more 
cordially than before, ‘‘ Thank you very much for your 
singing, Miss Armyn. I do like to see a girl good-natured 
cnough to sing without putting on airs about it!” 

By which Flora felt that she had been successful, and 
so she had with every one except Nest, whose antipathy 
towards her remained strong enough to trouble her 


. conscience. 


Az they were going to bed, Winny said, “Iam con- 
quering that boy, Nest; I said I should. He and I had 
a great deal of talk, and I like him. I said I should find 
out what there was in him.” 

« Sometimes he looks quite bright, but at other times ho 
looks so sulky and disagreeable that I wish he would go 
away,” said Nest; “so different from his father.” 

« His father is a good man,” said Winny, ‘‘ and he is 
by no means a good boy. All the more reason for taking 
him up, poor fellow !” 
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y 

“ Why, Winny! would you rather take up a bad person 
than a good ono?” 

« Of course I would. The good people would not want 
mce and the bad would.” 

« Yes, to do them good,” said Nest. 

“ Look here, Nest; you and I have our different lines,” ! 
said Winny, stopping short in brushing her hair. -‘ You 
like the good people, and the wise people, and civil people, 
and they like you, and you talk sensibly to them. But J 
can’t talk sensibly, so I like the naughty and stupid and 
disagreeable ones, because it amuses me to draw them out, 
and when they come to be confidential and pleasant, then 
I have my triumph. So I am going to try my hand on 
these Armyns, and I rather think on their old grandmother 
too, for such a stupid, dull old woman I never did see; 
and you shall try yours on Colonel Armyn, and all the 
good people we meet, as much as you like. Thero, it is 2 


compact.” 
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CHAPTER VII. 
TAMING THE SAVAGE. 


Well, I think it is time for you to go to school; so I shall fetch you 
a schoolmistress, who will teach you how to get rid of your prickles.” 
— Water Babies. 


Osx morning in the Christmas holidays Winny was alone 
in the house. Ter aunt and Nest were gone to a coal-club 
meeting, and Evan had forsaken her for a long walk with 
Jack Heydon, whose company he was proud to affect, as 
he was four years older than himself. Winny was not 
fond of her own company, and it was quite a relief to her 
when a ring at the bell was heard, and “ Mr. Armyn ” 
was announced. 

“« I came to see if Eyan was to be had,” said Escott’s 
gruff voice, after he had shaken hands with Winny. — 

“Iam so sorry; he has gone out with Jack Heydon,” 
said Winny. 

“I never can get him, somchow,” said Escott, sitting 
down. ‘I asked one of your aunts yesterday if he could 
come to-day, and she was not encouraging. I belicve he is 
like the rest, and looks down on me because I have not 
been to school.” 

“O no, indeed it is not that,” said Winny, eagerly, 
for she knew that this was Escott’s sorest point. “Evan 
would not be so stupid. Aunt Immy must have forgotten 
your message.” : 

“eI don’t beliove she did,” said Escott. ‘* It seemed to 
mc much more as if she disapproved of my speaking to 
him. I suppose my father has been talking about me, and 
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telling him what a beast I am, and all the rest of it. Just 
like him!” 

« Indeed, I am sure you aro wrong,” said Winny; ‘ he 
has never said a word to us against you.” 

‘No, not to you, because he might think I should hear 
of it. But he does to other people, for I have heard of it, 
and he does to me too. Heis always telling me I have got 
the Escott temper—just as if the Escott temper was any 
worse than the Armyn temper! I tell you what it is, 
Winny” (they had got to Christian names by this time), 
‘the hated my mother, and so he hates me.” 

“J am quite sure you are mistaken,” said Winny. 
eagerly. “He is only so anxious that you should be per- 
fect that he sots about it in the wrong way. You know 
there are some people who never can find out how to deal 
with other people, and he is one of them. It is because 
you don’t understand one another.” 

« It’s more than not understanding, I assure you,” said 
Escott. ‘I should not mind that. Look here. The other 
day he found ‘Monte Cristo’ about. Well, because it 
was written by a Frenchman he charged me with bringing 
bad books into the house, and burned it. There are bad 
novels, I know—l’ve read some of them—but ‘ Monte 
Cristo’ ain’t bad, even your aunts wouldn’t say it was. 
Well, then, yesterday I went to Erconbury, and Jack 
Heydon called me into the billiard-room to have a game. 
We played for threepence, for wo neither of us have got 

- much to lose. So I went in, and coming out, worse luck, 
I met my father. Of course he asks me magisterially what 
I have been after, and when I told him, hosaid, ‘Did.you 
play for money?’ I said I had won cighteenpence. £o 
the walk home was pleasant, as you may think.” 

“ What a pity!” said Winny. j 

“I was told about the Escott temper and the Escott 
propensitios all the way, and how.I should come to tho 
gallows, and how ‘don’t care’ was hung, and all those ex- 


COO Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


TAMING THE SAVAGE, 67 


citing little apologues, or at least the morals of them, as if 
there was any harm in going and playing a game of billiards 
with Jack Heydon. But it’s the same with everything I do. 
He expects me to go to the bad; so I shall, to please him.’ 

“ No you won't,” said Winny, with a little laugh, looking 
up straight in his face. 

“Yes Ishall. Why not? Nobody cares.” 

Winny looked up in his face and laughed again, and he 
felt a little ashamed of his tirade. 

“ Would it not be better to disappoint him ?” she said. 
“I am sure I would if I were you. It would be such a 
pleasure to make him eat his words.” 

“I’m not up to that cither,” said Escott. ‘It’s all 
very well laughing at me, Winny; but if a fellow does want 
to turn over a new leaf, and is always told he’s just as bad, 
I should like to know how he ’s to go on?” 

“ It must be a horrid bore,” said Winny, sympathetically. 

“ I should not mind if I was away from home; that is 
just the thing. But what with the governor jawing and 
Flora chafling whatever I do, and nobody believing or 
caring twopence-halfpenny: ” 

Escott had certainly succumbed at last. Winny’s per- 
sistent ‘* drawing out” had penetrated to the core beneath 
the unprepossessing crust. He looked very unhappy as he 
sat there before Winny, the defiant look gone entirely for 
the time. 

“ You shouldn’t say nobody cares,” said Winny, eagerly. 
“I am sure wo all like you, and should be very sorry if you 
did do as you say; but I don’t one bit believe you will. 
It’s a great bore for you, not having been to school ; but 
it doesn’t make all that difference. If you turn out good 
it will be all the more credit, you know.” 

“ I never yet heard anybody say there was a chance for 
me,” said Escott. “In fact, it’s evident that my father 
doesn’t believe there is, and I am inclined to agree with 
him.” 
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“O Escott!” 

Tt ’s true.” 

‘You shan't say such a thing as that; it’s not the least 
bit true,” said Winny eagerly, her eyes sparkling and 
her cheeks flushing as she spoke. 

‘Then you think there is ?” 

“© Of course I do; I’ve no idea of people settling other 
people’s destiny for them in that cool way. It’s in your 
hands, not theirs.” 

‘(Bless us ! here ’s Flora,” said Escott, as her voice was 
heard in the passage. ‘ You won't let out what I’vo been 
saying, Winny ?” 

. “ Cortainly not,” said Winny, in a low voice, as Flora 


“entered, and the téte-d-téte was at.an end. 


Escott and Flora were alike discontented ; but Escott’s 
was the discontent of a higher nature than his sister’s, 
-Flora would have been quite happy could she have had 
tho positive and material pleasures which were denied her; 
while Escott would still have felt that there was one thing 
lacking to-him, in the emptiness of his soul. Long before 
people know what it is they are yearning for—while they 
are yet in the chaos of an unformed nature and uncon- 
quered passions—thoy yet often experience the truth of 


St. Augustine’s words, ‘“ Thou madest us for Thyself, and 
~our souls are restless till they find rest in Thee.” 


Colonel Armyn was right when he said that his son had 


- had many disadvantages. His first remembrance was that 
- of being a strong-willed, strong-limbed, passionate child, 
‘ruling over the ayahs and bearers of his Indian home with 


all the imperiousness of a superior race ; of being schooled 


“against his will—for naturally he was open and truthful— 


tó show his bost behaviour to his futher when he was at 
home; of being sent to the little day-school in the hills 


“where the master was perfectly unable to cope with him, 


and lct him do much as he liked ; ; and then of the sudden 
chango from liberty to severity and constant restraint. A 
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good school would probably have remedicd these evils in a 
great measure, for Escott had wits and could learn without 
much difficulty; and the discipline of numbers might havo 
shamed him into order ; but Colonel Armyn, in his over- 
care of him, insisted upon keeping him under his own cyc. 
Of course, while he was a boy his father’s force of will 
mastered his, however he might fume and fret against it ; 
but there seemed little hope that he would have learnt ta 
order his life as it should be by the time that it was in his 
own hands, notwithstanding the occasional fits of remorse 
and the good resolutions which broke the monotony of his 
rebelliousness now and then. 

He walked home more hopeful than usual. ‘ Winny 
Williams is awfully nice, and the very jolliest little thing I 
ever saw,” he said to himself. ‘She don't think me a 
lost reprobate like the governor. . Well, I will go in for 
turning over a new leaf this time. I should not like her 
to think I had come to grief.” And Escott’s mind reverted 
to certain habits and underhand indulgences which he 
would not have wished Winny to hear of: more especially 
a certain bottle of brandy which stood in the corner of a 
cupboard in his room, potations from which were wont to 
accompany the smoking of surreptitious cigars. Escott had 
persuaded himself that there was no more harm in the 
brandy than there was in the cigars; and his sense of dis- 
cipline and obedience was not strong enough to make him 
sco that, even if there had been no harm in acquiring a 
taste for brandy and water before the age of seventeen, the 
nnderhand indulgence in a strictly forbidden pleasure must 
be wrong. However, in the new impulse which his talk 
with Winny had given, he almost made up his mind to 
forego both. 

It was unfortunate that when he came in the first person 
he saw should be his father, standing by the window with 
his hands behind him, and that perplexed look on his face 
which, as Escott well knew, usually signified a coming 


br $ CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


70 THE PANELLED HOUSE. 


struggle With his son’s defiant will. Colonel Armyn was 
one of those people who have no natural pleasure in en. 
forcing an unwelcome regulation, but who, if driven to do 
so by their own conscientiousness, are the more precise 
in haying it carried out, for fear of their own good-nature. 

“scott,” he said, “I do not like the idea of your 
loitering about Erconbury as you were doing yesterday ; 
so I have settled with Burnet that he is not to keep you 
beyond half-past four, and I shall expect you back between 
five and a quarter past.” 

Escott’s indignation was extreme. This curb upon him 
seemed worse than any other, and any curb upon his liberty 
was hateful, and roused his wilful temper at once. 

‘© T suppose you mean me to be the laughing-stock ot 
everybody,” he said, sulkily. 

Colonel Armyn turned round and looked at him. ‘ You 
scem to forget that all other lads-of your years are under 
discipline of some sort, Escott. It cannot be any hardship 
to you to appoint a fixed time for your coming back.” 

Escott muttered something about nobody else being 
treated so, but it was not very audible. 

«T wish I could sometimes speak to you without rousing 
your temper,” went on Colonel Armyn. ‘* You scem to 
think I take pleasure in vexing you. I can assure you 
that you are quite mistaken. What would you wish me to 
do ?” 

“Let me go away somewhere to a tutor,” said Escott, 
sullenly, 

“Do you think I could trust you out of my sight, 
Escott ?” said his father, sadly. 

Escott was too- proud to answer; but the question 
rankled in his mind more than his father knew. Colonel 
Armyn went on— 

“If I could see any sign of improvement—any hope 
that you were trying to do right and conquer your faults— 
I should be happier. . As it is, I am afraid it is doubtful 
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whether you have suficient self-command to be fit for 
Oxford in the summer.” 

Escott made an impatient movement. 

‘My dear boy, if you only knew aš much of the world 
as I do, you would know too well that it is nothing 
imaginary that I am trying to guard you from,” said his 
father, sitting down near him. ‘‘ You will meet with real 
evil when you go out into the world ; not only the tempta- 
tion of idleness or temper, but what may ruin you alto- 
gether. You have the strong passions of the Escoits, 
and you know—or rather you do not know—how your 
grandfather and your two uncles were wrecked by them. 
That gambling propensity, for instance. I don’t mean to 
say that having won cighteenpence is a crime, but I have 
seen its consequences too plainly not to warn you. Going 
to the devil is not a figure of speech merely.” 

But Escott refused. any response. When his temper 
was once roused he could be obdurate; and his father 
had said words to the same effect too often for these to 
impress him now. ‘Ihe Colonel’s gentleness irritated him. 
He would rather have had a sharp, passionate rebuke, 
which he might have met, than his father’s disheartened 
remonstrance. He did not know that his father had carc- 
fully schooled himself to this gentleness, under the im- 
pression that he had sometimes been too abrupt and 
dictatorial to his wife. Perhaps, however, the very abrupt- 
ness which Bella Armyn had resented might have been 
the best way of dealing with an unruly boy. 

‘As the snowy January afternoon closed in, Colonel 
Armyn paced his room, heedless that the fire had gone 
out. He was a reader of the ‘‘Christian Year,’’ and 
three lines from it would occur to his mind again and 
again :— 

“The heart that scorn’d a father’s care, 


How shall it bend in filial prayer, 
How an all-seeing Guardian bear?” 
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zt Poor Escott!” ho thought to himself; ‘ there will 

be much trouble in store for him, I fear, if his fierce 
temper is ever to be softencd. I hope I don’t show him 

the irritation he gives mo. I endeavour to be firm and 
gentle; but 1’d sooner have a regiment of mutinous Sepoys 

to deal with than one mutinous boy! I did not feel 
responsible for their after-life as I do for his. And set 
there must be something wrong with me, or my boy and 

girl would not be as they are, after all these years of 
unremitting care and attention. Why is not Flora gentle 

3 and sweet-tempered and innocent-natured, like that girl 

~*~ of poor Cordelia’s ?” 

_~ And Colonel Armyn’s thouglrs flew away to old times, = 
when Cordelia Rivers had been the guiding star of his 
boyish love, before the “cares of this life” had clouded 

. the happy young heart, or disappointment and weariness 
ae _ of life blanched his hair before the time. That had been 
=. the poetry of lifo to him—the rest had been prose; for 
cyen the heroic decds which had made little Nest worship 
him as a hero, had been done by him as simple matters of 
duty, abont which there was no choice; and the close 
Indian prison and the burning jungle had not been 


age am matters of romance to him when he had to undergo them, 

i ~ {hough he had borne their terrors like a brave man, 
x ‘heart within and God o’erhead.” The only remains of i 
et - that poetry which had once overshone life lay to him in = 
~ Faas the innocent, thoughtful face of Nest Williams, in whom “ 


= he sometimes traced a likeness in look or tone to her 
* mothor, which recalled the past as vividly as long-forgotten 
— scont revives associations apparently blotted from the 
= mind, 


de ae 
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CHAPTER IX. 
RED COVE. 


The sky was sunny, and blue the air, 
When out we started on our way. 

We said, ‘To-morrow shall be as fair, 
And fairer than to-day.’ 

The sky was stormy, the sea was wan, 
As home we suil’d in the waning light: 

Warce of the gale that driveth on! 
Praise not the day ere night!” 


Tuar spring passed away without much incident. Flora 
was extremely incensed when there was a ball at Ercon- 
bury at Easter, and her father refused to take her there, 
saying that he preferred her making her first appear- 
ance in public under Miss Rivers’ chaperonage, when 
Nest camo out the following winter. Nest might have 
gono to the ball had she wished it, but she had made 
up her mind to wait for Winny, for half the pleasure 
was lost to her if sle could not watch her pretty little 
sister, and rejoice in tho admiration she inspired. She 
did not look forward much to the ball herself, and, with 
- girlish intolerance, she rather despised Flora for taking 
her deprivation so much to heart, and was not disposed to 
put herself out of the way to oblige her. Girls like Nest, 
who have lived a very quict life in a remote village, aro 
often liable to this kind of selfishness, veiled as it is with 
a plausible excuse in the family affection. which they think 
“they enhance by treating all outsiders with contempt; 
happily, however, it is a weakness which usually wears off 
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when they grow a little older, and, like the hen who took 
pity on the ugly duckling, find that the world is larger 
than they thought, and takes in all the next field. 

Tho worst of this little grievance was that it rankled in 
Flora’s mind, and made her dislike Nest more than she 
had done. Flora was not worse than many other people ; 
but as she could not be said to have any very active good 
principle in her mind to counterbalance her own inclina- 
tions, her dislikes were very strong. She said that she 
was ‘a, good lover and a good hater ;” but if her love 
and hatred could have been gauged by any known measure, 
I fear that the love would have lost the day. 

In May came Nest’s cighteenth birthday, and it had 
been the custom at the Panelled House, almost ever since ` 
the children had come from India, that the birthdays of the 
three young ones, which all came between May and October, 
should be kept, if the weather was propitious, by a day at 
tho seaside. ‘The nearest point of the coast to Lyke 
happened to be a pretty little fishing-hamlet, at present 
unfrequented by visitors. Red Cove was its name. It 
was a mero cluster of cottages at the mouth of a little 
ravine between two high clifis, with a sandy beach. The 
young Williamses always thought it the most charming 
place under the sun, and would have liked to spend months 
there instead of a day, had there been any place to house 
them. 

Nest had been very busy writing a fairy tale, which was 

. to be read on the beach to Winny and her aunts. This 
was part of the regular programme of the day. It had 
begun years before, when Nest at nine years old had taken 
the historical line, and had described a family of children 
who all died of the plague from over-ceating themselves 
with cherries, except one, the virtuous heroine, who had 
refused the cherries, and had been rewarded by being 
made into a maid of honour to the queen of Charles II.- 
Nest’s stories were still severely moral; but a course of 
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Fouqué and Andersen had modified the incidents which 
she recorded, and her imaginative power had developed. 

This time, however, a novelty was to be introduced. 
The Misses Rivers and their nieces were to drive over to 
Red Cove early in the morning, to spend the whole day 
as usual; but Colonel Armyn, hearing of the plan, had 
begged to be allowed to join them in the afternoon, riding 
over with Escott and Flora. Nest would have liked his 
company without theirs; but it could not be avoided, and 
the proposal was accepted. She grumbled a little to 
Winny, who comforted her by saying that they could have 
their bathe and their story in the morning as usual, and 
ihat it would not do to grudge the Armyns this very small 
pleasure. 

The day was bright and warm, and at nine o'clock they 
set off, Winny driving the old pony—hcr great delight. 
She was so fond of horses and dogs as rather to scandalise 
her aunts, who looked upon such tastes as indicative of 
fastness. Indeed, with less refined surroundings, Winny 
might have been fast, though her tact would always have 
kept her from any outré proceedings, unless she had fallen 
avictim to that desire of shocking her elders, which injures 
some girls so much. But on this occasion it was most 
satisfactory that Winny could drive, as five grown people 
would have been an over heavy load for the pony; and 
the hostler at the little public-house at Red Cove could 
do all that was wanted in harnessing and feeding it. 

Under the green trees, through the green bowery lanes, 
beneath the bluest of skies, they trundled along, Winny 
chattering and Nest singing as they went. Winny was a 
mimic, and, like a mocking-bird, she could sing like other 
people without having any style peculiar to herself. She 
gave a specimen of Flora singing “The Danube River,” 
and Mr. Heydon “The Stirrup Cup;’ also of a mild 
youth from Erconbury, whom she had heard sing “ Take 
back the heart that thou gavest,” in a very timid voice at 
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a dianer-party. Aunt Hermy shook her head, but laughed 
at the girl’s fun; and Aunt Immy, though she was 
ostensibly reading a book, showed by the working of the 
corners of her mouth that sho was not impervious to tho 
waves of nonsense that flowed round her. 

At last they reached Red Cove, put up the pony, and 
marched down to the beach, carrying an arrangement of 
poles and a great shect, which, when ingeniously sct up 
in the sand, made a bathing-tent suflicient for dressing- 
arrangoments for the two girls. Thence they issued after 
a time, arrayed in blue serge, for a delicious plunge and 

- duck in the clear fresh water, while the small fisher- 
children stood on the rocks round, watching the ‘ladics 

- who swam like ducks,” and the two aunts sat on the beach, 
like hens in charge of the same ducks, to watch lest they 
should stay in too long. - 

Glowing, rosy, and hungry, they emerged at last from 
tho tent in their ordinary costume, and fell upon largo 
pieces of cake from Aunt Immy’s basket with excellent 

- appetite; after which they sat in the sun to rest; and 
then, Nest was called on for her story, which came out of 
her pocket in a neat white roll daintily tied with blue 

_ ribbon. 

“Tt is called “The Mist King, ” she announced, in that 
shy tone in which young authors usually give forth their 
own works ; ‘and I had a meaning to it when I wrote it, 
but I don’t know whether anybody will find it out.” 

“© We will guess when we have heard it,” said Aunt 
Hermy. f $ 

So Nest began :— 


“Tn the land of Lyonness lay the valley of the Dragon's 
Crag. It belonged to King Rhys, who lived in a strong 
fortress on the northern side. Between the fortress and tho 
- crag lay a fen, and in the midst of the fen a deep pool 
_ overgrown by alders, wherein dwelt tho Mist King. To 
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the south rose the Dragon’s Crag, balanced like an cnor- 
mous boulder on a small platform of rock, keeping out all 
the sunshine and the sweet south wind from the valley, 
and penning in the noxious exhalation of the fens, which 
would suffer no harvests to grow on its quaking surface, 
nod no happy cottages to people the lonely valley. 

“The Mist King was the hereditary foe of King Rhys. 

_ Over a Christian man he had no power, so that the king 
himself he could not harm ; but if any came to the valley 
who were wnchristencd or excommunicate, they had to be- 
ware lest the Mist King should seize them and carry them 
away to the alder pool to be his slaves for life. But King 
Rhys being free from fear of him, thought little of the 
danger for others; and when he wedded the fair Princess 
Brynwen and brought her to the valley of the Dragon’s 
Crag there was nought but rejoicing in the fortress. So 
still more was it when the queen had a fair little daughter _ 
born on a dark winter evening, and they sent to find the 
holy hermit in the Griflin’s Cave’ to bid him christen the 
little Princess Esylt. 

“ But while he was yet far from the castle, old Morna, 
fhe nurse, who watched by her mistress’s bed, saw a 
strange darkness in the room, and the rushlight burnt blue 
and dim. She strove to move, but could not, though she 
saw all that passed; and a shivering horror camo over her 
as she saw the awful shadowy form of the Mist King in 
the chamber, laying his hand on the babe’s forehead. 

‘¢¢ She is mine,’ he said. ‘She at least cannot escape 

- mo. It is of no use to withhold her, Queen Brynwen. 

She is mine.’ 

_. But the mother grasped the babe the more firmly to 

her breast. ‘She shall never be thine ! "She panted. 
«< All unchristened babes of the house of Rhys are 

- mine,’ said the Mist King. ‘ My spells are the strongest, 

and I san bid my goblins tear her in pieces at my will.’ 
«sI have a stronger spell yet,’ said the mother: *I_ 
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know the song of the holy bird of Glastonbury, whick 
sings on Christmas night in the flowering thorn.’ 

«Thou wilt not dare to use that!’ laughed the Mist 
King with a laugh which made the flesh creep to hear. 
‘No man may sing that song but his life ends with the 
song.’ : 

“For all answer Morna heard a low swect singing 
which began low like a wail, and swelled into a song of 
triumph, more joyous than a peal of bells on a festival, 
- more triumphant than the acclamation of a delivered 
people for its champion. When it ended, the Mist King 
was gone; the hermit was in the chamber; and Queen 
Brynwen Jay dead before Morna, with the babe clasped in 
her arms, and a happy smile on her face. 

“Little Esylt was christened by her dead mother’s side, 
and Morna took charge of her, and she grew up fair and 
sweet. But it was not long before Morna perceived that 
the child was not like other children. Sometimes in the 
midst of her play she would stop, and run to the window 
which looked out towards the alder-pool and the Dragon’s 
Crag, and say, ‘ Nurse, I hear one calling me; let me go! 
He says, “‘ Esylt, I have playmates and sweetmeats for 
you; come with me, my darling.”’ And if Morna was not 
watching most carefully over her, the child would be drawn 
toward the alder pool, and would be brought back from tho 
fon, bedraggled with mire, and crying because they would 
not let her go to the alder-pool. 

‘© So Morna went to the hermit, taking little sylt with 
her, and told him what ailed the child. Je looked very 
grave when he heard it. ‘Her danger is not over,’ he 
said. ‘The Mist King claimed her when she was an un- 
christened babe, and though he may not scize her, he is 
secking to luro her to him, that of her own free will she 
may descend into the alder-pool. Keep her from it, Morna, 
- as thou lovest her soul.’ : 

s Morna told Esylt, as far as she could make her under- 
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stand, about the Mist King and her danger from the alder- 
pool. ‘The child was very much terrified, and thencefor- 
ward the lures and promises of the Mist King lost all 
charm for her; but when he found that she no longer 
sought to come to him he tried another tack. By night 
and by day he terrified her with threats and fearful sights, 
until the child grew so scared that she would no longer 
leave Morna’s side, nor venture forth from the castle-walls 
without her. 

“ Now when Esylt was twelve years of age, she was ihe 
fairest maiden in the country-side, with cheeks like apple 
blossom, and hair that shone like gold and reached to her 
knees. But Morna was old, and felt that her end was 
drawing near ; and she went yet another pilgrimage to the 
hermit. 

“cI can foresee grievous trouble to the child and to 
those who love her,’ he said. ‘The Dragon’s Crag must 
fill up the alder-pool, and the maiden must dare the power 
of the Mist King in his stronghold without one thought of 
fear, before she can be released from his power.’ 

« Morna came back and told -Esylt what the hermit had 
said, and Esylt’s heart sunk within her, for it seemed to 
her that she was sentenced to the bondage of the Mist 
King for her life. Soon afterwards Morna died ; and her 
last words to her nursling were, ‘ Child, thou wilt conquer 
yet, for the song of the bird of Glastonbury hath never 
been sung in vain.’ 

‘© When Morna was dead, the Mist King used his power 
over Esylt more and more. By threats and hissing whis- 
pers, following her everywhere she went, and goblin 
shapes that glared at her out of dark corners, he could 
make her do anything he pleased, except come to him at 
the alder-pool. Once he made her pull up a sluice-gate 
and flood the valley ; once he forced her to fire a barn, 
full of her father’s scanty store of corn ; and at last, when 
the cnemy came and attacked the fortress, he so bewitched 
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and frightened the poor girl, that she obeyed his com- 
mands in setting open a postern-gate to give them access 
to the castle. But one of her father’s retaincrs saw her, 
and gaye warning and beat them back; and then he forced 
her to come with him to her father’s presence, and accused 
her as a traitress, who had well-nigh wrecked all their 
lives. ; y 
«And Esylt, bowed down with weeping, said, ‘It is 
true; for the Mist King I did it; slay me, for a wretch 
like me is not fit to live.’ 

Her father would almost havo slain her, so wroth was 

he; but she was so beautiful that they all begged for 
her life, so King Rhys banished her from tho fortress, 
bidding her take away what she would, but never come 
nigh his prosence again. And Esylt took only a wallet of 
bread, and a cup for water; and thought within herself, 
‘Now can I pass out of the valley, and perhaps beyond 
the powers of the Mist King.’ 

« And all day she wandered on tho hills, far away, as sho 
thought, and her heart grew light to think that she was 
escaping from her enemy’s power. And at evening she 
came to a valley, and went down towards it, thinking to 
find kindly folk, and food, and rest. But as she passed 
out of an alder-copse she looked up, and lo, the Dragon’s 
Crag was before her, and the alder-pool at her fect, and 
the Mist King’s hideous face rose out of the water, saying, 

-Round and round, but back to me at last. Well done, 
fair slave.’ 

«But Esylt fled as fast as her fect could carry her, and 

“when sho reached the slope of the hill she fell and lay 


~ there, half swooning with despnir. 


« Tho next day she plunged into the depths of a neigh- 


_bouring forest, thinking thus perhaps sho might cscapo 
| from her foe. In the evening she lay down under a tree 
*~ to sleep, thinking that here at least she was safe. But in 
the morning, when she opened her eyes, she was again in 
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the valley by the alder-pool: the Mist King had drawn her 
thither in her sleep. And the Dragon’s Crag rose black 
and awful between her and the rising sun. 

“ Then Esylt despaired utterly, and saying ‘I will fight 
against my fate no longer,’ laid herself down in the pool. 
And there the Mist King would have taken and drawn her 
underneath, had it not been that his power went from him 
at the hour of sunrise, and then he could dono harm. So 
still she floated on the black pool, her golden hair all 
spread out like a water-flower, when a young knight in 
silver armour, named Sir Gradlon, chanced to ride by that 
way, and beheld her. At first he thought she was a water- 
fairy ; but soon he saw that she was a mortal maiden, and 
he plunged in and drew her out. Though he knew not cf 
the Mist King who dwelt in the pool, he felt that it was an 
evil place, and he placed Esylt senseless on his horse, and 
laid her on tke grass of the hill-side. 

« « This is the lady of my dreams,’ he said; ‘I fear that 
she is dead, by her whiteness and the stillness of her 
heart; but I will yet try to revive her.’ 

‘© So he bent over her, and breathed warm breath upon 
her lips, and presently she opened her eyes and moaned. 
And he saw her weeping, and asked her what ailed her, 
and she told him how sho was in the power of the Mist 
King. 

«I will sct you free, lady,’ said Gradlon, with his hand 
on his sword. 

“« « Nay, that can never be,’ sobbed Esylt. “Till the 
Dragon’s Crag falls into the alder-pool, and I pass through 
the Mist King’s stronghold without a thought of fear, I 
must be the Mist King’s slave. Leave me to my fate, 
brave knight, and waste no more thought on a wretch 
whose very will is not her own,’ 

“But the more she pleaded, the more intent grew 
Gradlon to reseue her. 2 

“Till the Dragon's Crag fills into the alder-pool,’ he 
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said, thoughtfully : ‘I will go to tho hermit you speak of, 
and ask counsel of him. You shall ride my horse, for I 


_ will not lcave you alone, and if any rescue is possible, I 
-~ will rescue you, lady, or dic.’ 


` 


* So they went together to the hermit, and he gave them 
counsel. He said that the Dragon’s Crag was so balanced 
that it might be dislodged from its platform by the efforts 
of one man, but that the greatest care and hardihood wero 
needful, for that though it was possible, it was hardly 
probable that he who sought to dislodge it should not be 
crushed beneath its ruins. Esylt besought her deliverer 
not to imperil his life for her, but in vain. ‘If I may not 
live for you, lady, I may at loast die for you,’ said Sir 
Gradlon. 

« And for Esylt, the hermit counselled that she should 
build herself a hut on the mountain-side whence she might 
constantly keep in view the alder-pool, so that perhaps by 
ever secing it before her she might forget her fear. 

“cI can never forget my fear,’ sighed Esylt. 

. CAE least,’ said tho hermit, ‘ you will resist the, Mist 
King’s endeavours to draw you to the alder-pool, when you 
know that Sir Gradlon is toiling to effect your deliverance.’ 

« «T will,’ said Esylt. 

Sir Gradlon would fain have wedded her there ana 
then; but Esylt said that ucver would she wed mortal man 
while she was the Mist King’s slave ; and the hermit com- 
mended her for her resolve. So they built her a hut on 


- the hill-side, and the hermit brought her food daily; end 


Sir Gradlon went and forged himself a tool, heavy and well 
tempered, and then went up the Dragon’s Crag to hew it 
down. 

“i Esylt waiched him day after day, and heard the 


* strokes of his tool ring upon the hard rock ; and winter 
passed into spring, and spring into summer, and yet his 
wark was not done, though the platform of rock had been 


narrowed into a pillar, so slender that it “scemed’ -that 
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hardly it could bear the weight of the great boulder. At 
last, one sultry day, when the thunder-clouds lay heavy on 
the mountains, Esylt heard that the strokes of his tool 
were silent ; and straining her eyes to sce, she beheld him 
lying under the overhanging boulder asleep, while a thin 
thread of yellow mist from the dark pool showed her that 
the Mist King had enchanted him into a heavy slumber, 
which might be his death. 

« Nor was this all, Watching still, Esylt saw that a 
band of goblins, with soundless axes that made no noise, 
were hewing artfully at the pillar of rock, so that it might 
full away from the alder-pool and upon the sleeping knight, 
so as to crush him in its fall. The rock was well-nigh 
hewn through: a few more minutes, and Sir Gradlon 
would be lost. 

“Then Esylt felt a wild daring in her heart. Sho 
heeded not that the nearest way to the Dragon’s Crag lay 
through the alder-thicket; but heedless of danger or of 
the Mist King she girded her robe about her and sped 
through thefen. The goblins of the pool sought to terrify 
her with their ugly faces, but her eye was fixed on the 
Dragon’s Crag, and she saw them not. They caught at 
her gown and rent it, but Beyit thought it was only the 
thorns and briers of the road. ‘The Mist King thundered 
out threats and menaces as she passed the pool, but Esylt 
thought it was but thunder from the sulphurous blue clouds 
that hung over the valley. In her love for Gradlon no 
other thought could find place in her heart; and so, with- 
out knowing it, Esylt had dared the Mist King in his 
stronghold. 

** One moment more, and she had awaked him from his 
enchanted slumber, and the goblins fled away. ‘Then 
taking up his trusty axe, he dealt three mighty blows with 
it on the rocky pillar; and while it rocked and toitered, he 
withdrew with Esylt as far as he might. ‘There wes a 
mighty thunder-peal, the boulder swung downward and — 
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buried itself deep in the alder-pool, leaving them unhurt, 
but destroying tho stronghold of the Mist. King for ever. 
In that sulphurous thunder-peal he and his goblins fled 
away and troubled that land no more. 

“« Then,as Esylt and Gradlon stood together, bewildered 
with their great gladness, a song like the song of a bird 
rang out over-head. But as they listened, they heard 
human words, and knew that it was the spirit of her who 
had sung the song of tho bird of Glastonbury, and dicd to 
save her babe. And these were the words they heard :— 


“ Night's shadows are breaking 
Before the rising sun ; 
Death is but the waking 
After the dream is done. 
Doubt and despair are fled 
Like clouds ir. the morning clear; 
Joy for the living and rest for the dead, 
For Love can cast out Fear!” 


« My dear,” said Aunt Hermy, ‘ you tell the meaning 
too plainly in those verses to leave us any doubt as to it.” 

«I don’t understand it,” said Aunt Immy; ‘and it does 
seem to me a little profane to bring in christening into a 
fairy tale.” 

‘Why, Aunt Immy, there is a christening in the 
‘ Sleeping Beauty,’” said Winny. 

“This is a sort of little allegory,” said the young 
author's gentle voice. ‘I did not mean it to be profane, 
I’m sure, Aunt Immy.” 

“Tt is the best story you have yet done, Nest,” said 
Aunt Hermy; ‘though I don’t think the verses scan as 
smoothly as they might, do they 7” 

This was the mild family criticism which Nesi’s story 
reecived ; and the details were thoroughly criticised before 
Annt Hermy and Winny had done with it. Winny rather 
puzzled Nest by insisting upon knowing what every detail 
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meant, and Nest had to reiterate that she did not mear 
every part to signify something definite, like the ‘ Pilgrim’s 
Progress.” 5 

“ Tt is only an illustration of love conquering the fear of 
death,” she said at last. “Now, please, we have had 
enough of it; and I want to go and sketch the rocks at 
that point. Winny, come with me, there’s a dear.” 

Almost at this moment appeared Colonel Armyn with 
his two children; Flora in her habit, looking graceful and 
handsome as usual. Flora was in eestasies with the 
delights of Red Cove, and declared that now they had once 
seen it they must come very often. She went off with 
Escott and Winny to hunt for sea-anemones, leaving Nest 
to her sketch and the society of her aunts and Colonel 
Armyn, which was much more to her taste than that of 
either Escott or Flora. 

The three young ones, however, did not miss her much. 
They went on and on, laughing and talking, incited by 
Winny’s merriment, until they were quite out of sight of 

ted Cove and ihe party on the beach. Presently they 
saw a fisherman in a little boat rowing towards the beach 
where they were, and Winny said, ‘‘ Oh, how nice it would 
be to have a row !” 

“Let us ask him,” said Flora; but the old man was not 
so easily caught. He replied in a surly tone that he had 
had no wittles since breakfast, and wanted to go home to 
his missis and get some. The desire of wiitles was stronger 
in his mind than even the half-crown which Escott pro- 
duced, though he looked longingly at it. 

« Can't you lend us the boat for the half-crown, then,” 
said Winny, ‘and we can row ourselves, can’t we, Escott?” 

The old man looked at her, and grinned. ‘* You may 
do that, and welcome, missy,” he said; “I doubt them 
little hands o’ yourn ’Il soon have enough on’t. Don’t you 
go far, and don’t you get drownded ;” and with this part- 
ing injunction he pocketed the half-crown, and walked fi. 
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When he looked back, they were already in the boat, 
and had pushed off a little from shore. He shouted out 
something to them which they could not understand, and 
then went on. 

The sky was not so cloudless as it had been. It was 
still blue and sunny overhead, but white flakes were coming 
up-from the south-west and spreading over the sky, and 
turning the water to grey instead of the intense blue of the 


_ morning. Still it was calm and fine, and the ebb-tide 


helped them out to sea. Winny enjoyed it to the utmost. 
There was a little spice of daring and adventure in it, and 
she was fond of rowing, and managed her oar with quite as 
much. dexterity as Escott, though with less strength. 

« There they are on the beach. They don’t sco us. I 
will wave my handkerchief,” said Winny. 

« No, no, don’t,” said the other. ' ‘ We shall be called 
back, if papa knows that we have gone without leave,” said 
Flora. — 

«Why, Flora? I am sure nobody would mind,” said 
Winny. “If you think he would, we had better turn back.” 

«T can't give in to all papa’s fads,” said Flora. ‘ Be- 


_ sides, I don’t know that he would mind this in particular 


it is only that he disapproves of everything we do as 
a gencral rule.” 

« Poor creatures!” said Winny, laughing. <‘ You aro 
miserably ill-used, I know. I should write to the Times 


“about it if I were you, and head my letter ‘ Tyranny of a 
_ Parent.—On the bosom of the stormy sea, in a small boat, 


without sails, provisions, or shelter, I am flying from the 
fury of ——’” 


’ said Flora, laughing in spite of 


So Winny’s nonsense wiled them from their gricvances 


for the time. 


“Flora,” said Escott, “you might take that oar; I am 
sure ter eae S tired. 2 
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Winny's arms did ache a good deal, though she seemed 
to say no, more especially when Flora apologised on iho 
score of her habit being a dress unsuited for rowing. 

« Ship the oar, then, Winny, and let us drift.” 

“It is getting cloudy: what a bore,” said Flora. “It 
will quite spoil my new hat if it rains.” 

“ Oh, it won't rain,” said Winny. ‘It is very nice still. 
It never rains on Nest’s birthday. How pleasant this is!” 

She had slipped down into the bottom of the boat, and 
sat with her head resting on the seat, looking up at the 
sky and watching the clouds float by sleepily. She was 
ouly roused by some words, not especially kind, passing 
between Escott and Flora, because Flora still refused to 
row. 

“ TIow you two do go on!” she said, laughingly, at last. 
“ But I really would sooner row, thank you, Escott, I like 
it. I am quite rested now. How odd; is it growing 
rougher, or is it because I feel it here in the bottom of the 
boat more ? The sca seems to go up and down much 
more than it did just now.” 

“There is a little more wind, I think,” said Escott. 

“ But how far we have drifted !” said Winny, springing 
up. ‘We really ought to be turning back. Oh, look out, 
Flora, your habit is in a pool there.” 

Escott looked at the shore, and saw that they had 
drifted a long way past Red Cove, and seemed to be near- 
ing a great bluff of rock which stretched along at the base 
of a small headland some half-mile long. 

“ I suppose the tide has turned,” said Escott. <“ Well, 
- we had best turn back. It is certainly rougher.” 

The boat was beginning to dance up and down upon the 
waves, and Winny’s tired arms found that it was not so 
easy to row in rough as in smooth water. 

“There must be a very strong current here,” said 
Escott. ‘‘ We don’t scem to be making much way. Givo 
me your oar, Winny, I think I can manage both.” 
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The current was very strong, as he said, and seemed to 
force the boat against the rocks of the headland, and all 
Escott’s efforts could not do much more than keep it in its 
place. 

“Flora, never mind that confounded habit,” he said at 
last, sharply. “Wo may come to grief if you don’t help 
us. You can row as well as I can. Can’t you and Winny 
take that oar together ?” 

“I wish we had never come,” said Flora, petulantly. 
“T do think, Winny, you might have known better; for 
you have been here before and we haven't.” 

Winny opened her eyes at this attack. “I am very 
sorry,” she began; but Escott said, “ Stuff, Flora. No- 
body asked you to come against your will. It is no moro 
Winny’s fault than yours.” 

“Thank you,” said Winny, looking up gratefully at 
lim, but the tears were in her eyes, for she was a good 
deal frightened, and it required all her resolution not to 
show it. She remembered now that she had heard that 
this headland was a dangerous’ place in stormy weather, 
and the wind seemed to be rising every minute. More 
water seemed to be getting into the boat than was neccs- 
sary or at all pleasant, and the grey clouds had overspread 
and darkened tho sky, and a cold wind blew freshly on 
them, and bespattered them more than Flora liked with 
sult spray. 

They were all moro or less silent’ now. Winny was 
too much alarmed for her usual nonsense, and the next 
hour seemed insufferably long. Out of sight of the Red 
Cove, without a boat near them on the sea to which they 
could signal, their situation seemed fairly unpleasant, but 
ils climax was not reached yet. A sudden lurch of tho 
boat, as Flora and Winny were changing places at the oar, 
exused ihe former to quit her hold of the oar before Winny 
had grasped it; it slid down into tho water, and the next 
minute was far out of reach. 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


RED COVE. 89 


“You ‘ve done it now,” growled Escott. 

‘Tt was Winny’s fault,” said Flora, beginning to cry. 
“I thought you had got it, Winny. If we are all drowned 
it will be your fault.” 

“Tt was yours altogether,” said her brother. ‘ What 
we are to do now I don’t know; but you shan't jaw 
Winny.” 

“I am very sorry I was not quicker,” said Winny, lift- 
ing up a sad little face with white cheeks and lips. She 
said no more, but stooped down and returned to her task 
of baling out the water from the bottom of the boat with a 
tin bowl, evidently left there for the purpose. Winny had 
never known what peril was until now; neither had she 
known what a passionate hold she had upon life. So 
young, so bright, so happy, in all the freshness of her six- 
teen years, with a boundless future reaching before her, in 
which she was always to be as happy, or even happier, 
than she had been hitherto. Winny was a good, loving 
girl, with religious feelings, true and earnest as far as they 
went, though undeveloped as yet; but all considerations 
but the one longing to live seemed to pass from her mind, 
as she looked up, and saw the headland gradually nearing, 
and the line of white surf on the cruel rocks at its foot, 
where the waves were now beating in great breakers such 
as would crush the life out of her slight little frame in less 
time than it would take her to finish her last prayer, if 
she were once at their merey. 

The party on the beach at Red Cove were just beginning 
to wonder why the others did not come back from their 
walk, when the old fisherman who had lent them the boat 
came up and addressed the Colonel. 

“Be them young folks as have gone out in my boat 
yourn ?” 

Then there was a description cf them, and a ery of dis- 
may from Aunt Hermy. 

“They ought to be back afore now. The sky looky 


? 
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squally, and the wind’s a-rising; and if they get out agin 
March Head,” he pointed to the grey headland in the 
distance, ‘‘there’s nasty currents there as ‘Il drive ’em 
out on the rocks if they don’t look out. I reckon I'd 
best get one or two more and go out arter them if you'll 
make it worth my while.” 

Colonel Armyn was considerably alarmed, and hurried 
to holp to get out the boat himself. He would have gone 
in it, but that the fisherman told him there soaa be 
hardly room for him if they had to take the three young 
adventurers into their boat. So he had to remain to cheer 
up Nest and her aunts; but it was easy to perceive that 


“he was extremely ill at ease himself, as he paced the 


shingly beach, reiterating that it would be all right, and in 


- the same breath, ‘* How could they be so foolish!” 


Winny had had time to remember Nest’s story of the 
alder-pool and the terrors of the Mist King, mixed up 
with the merriment of the morning, and she thought how 
‘terribly Nest and Evan and her aunts would miss her, as 
she baled out the water, and listened to Flora crying and 
Escott’s ill-nt-ease reassurances. All the while they wero 
drifting nearer the rock, and her heart kept on saying, 
« Won't anybody come to save us ? will nobody know how 
we died ?” when Escott gave a shout, as he caught sight 


_ of a bont coming to them over the waves. 


«It’s all right, Winny.!”’ he said, while his face worked 
in n way which showed what the relief was to him. 
- Winny could not help it, she burst into a flood of tears. 
It was not heroic; but Winny was not a heroine, only a 


~ poor little frightened girl, who had been bravely restrain- 
_ ing any expression of her fright for two hours. 


“Don't cry, my pretty, we'll bo back in an hour,” snid ` 


the fisherman who lifted her ont of the wet boat, and 


wrapped her up in the rug which Aunt Hermy had sent for 
hor. “Lucky for you we warn’t half-an-hour later. She’d. 


re ha’ been all to pieces on them nasty rocks.” 
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«I'll tell you what, Winny,” said Escott in a low,- 
voice, as he sat beside her, ‘that was an uncommon near 
shaye for all of us. Perhaps you may hear I’ve turned 
over 2 new leaf after this,—if the governor don’t jaw too 
much,” 
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CHAPTER X. 
THE SOUTHSIIRE MATOH, 


“O lassie, come o'er the hill, 
Or round the neuk o’ the hill, 
Or o'er the tap o' the hill; 
For I’m needin’ you sair the night, 
I’m needin’ you sair the night. 
For I’m tired and sick o’ mysel’ : 
A body’s sel’s the sairest weight— 
O lassie, come o’er the hill!” 
G. MACDONALD. 


THe summer of the first year in which the Armyns were 
at Lyke was an exceptionally fine one. Day after day the 
sun rose and set in a cloudless sky, and a cool south-east 
wind tempered his beams so that they did not scorch; 
expeditions came to be planned and carried out with no 
misgiving as to the weather breaking up; and the world in 
general seemed to be happier and better-tempered for the 
unusual treat. ` 

‘The companionship of the young Armyns brought a 
certain amount of gaicty and excitement even to the 
quictude of the Panelled House. Nest and Winny both 
rode, and riding-parties were organised, over which Colonel 
Armyn presided. On these occasions, Flora, Escott, and 
Winny used to ride on in front, talking unrestrained 
youthful chatter, while Nest rode behind with Colonel 
Armyn, enjoying his companionship much more than sho 
would havo dono that of her own contemporaries. Some- 
times they rode as far as the downs to tho south, whence 
the broad blue sen spread out before them up to the high 
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misty horizon ; sometimes they chose: the wooded coun- 
try, where the trees flecked the soft grey path with their 
lancing shadows; but whichever way they went there was 
natural beauty in abundance for them to see, and Colonel 
Armyn liked to watch his little companion as sho paused 
before some especially beautiful scene, and seemed te 
drink it into her heart. Nests mind was essentially 
receptive, and such pleasures as these were more to her 
taste than the nonsense of the other three, of which 
Winny was the fife and soul. 

Winny was some little anxiety to Ler aunts during this 
summer. They often used to discuss her and sigh over 
her with one another. A small piece of gaiety was so 
dclightful to her, and raised her spirits so much, that she 
counted on it for days beforchand ; and when it came she 
was not often disappointed in her hope of enjoying it. 
Men and women were equally attracted by the bright faco 
and the merriment of the gleeful voice ; if it was a dance 
Winny’s list was filled up before that of any girl in the 
room; if it was a game of croquet every one was wild to 
have her on their side. If her aunts hoped that this was 
only novelty, and would pall upon her before long, it wax 
a forlorn hope upon their part; every party she went to 
seemed, by her account, to be more delightful than tha 
last; and her time was principally spent in altering and 
re-decorating her dresses. The best symptom about her, 
however, was, that in spite of all this giddiness and 
frivolity, as her aunts thought it, she did not flag when 
she was alone at home with Nest; they could not allege 


against her that it made her discontented and idle, for the | 


child scemed to be as merry and sweet-tempercd as she 
had been when a walk into Erconbury twice a-week had 
been her most exciting pleasure. 

As for Nest,” said Aunt Hermy anxiously to her 
sister one day, ‘I can understand her, dear child. She 
is very like what Cordelia used to be. Dut poor Winny 
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seems to be a ready-made fashionable beauty; and I don’t 

know how to deal with her, I confess. Yet she is not 
naughty: there is nothing to tako hold of.” 

«That is true,” said Aunt Immy ; “ you can’t scold the 
child for being protty and pleasant.” 

« But it must be very dangerous for her all the same. 
If it leads her to be porfectly happy and satisfied in this 
world, how is she to learn to think of another ? I never 
yet knew a girl who was not spoilt by being sought after 
and admired as she is.” 

‘Yes, Mrs. Bernard Groy was quite angry because we 
would not let her go with her to the Talbury ball,” said 
- Aunt Immy. 

« Winny would havo liked nothing better than to havo 
gono if wo had let her.” 

“Yes; as if wo would trust her to a flighty young 
gay widow like that, who ought to have a chaperon her- 
self!” 

«© And I always think that Cordelia will call us to ac- 
count if the children go wrong,” said poor Aunt Hermy, 
with tears in her cyes. 

«If sho does, I shall just say, ‘My dear Cordelia, 
“we’vo dono our best, and could do no more,’” said Aunt 
Immy. ‘Besides, Hermy, I really do think you are 
taking misfortunes by the forelock. Winny is only six- 
teen after all.” 

All this time the two aunts little knew what influence 
was taking root in Winny’s soul, which was to have the 
taming and steadying power upon her that they so much 
desired. If they had known, they, perhaps, with the 
short-sightedness of mortals, would have thought it the. 
‘greatest peril of all. 

_ The fact was, that Escott and Winny were beginning 
to like ono another. ‘here seemed to be little in common 

between the big, rongh, lubberly boy and the little brown 
- fairy with all her life and fun. Perhaps her interest in 
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him began in the same way as her love for a certain pet 
of her childhood—an ungainly cur-dog, whom she had - 
taken into her affections because it had attached itself 
to her, and would not answer to its name when called by 
any one clse. In the same way, she had first liked Escott 
when she found that she could draw him out and win his 
confidence when no one else could. Then came the Red 
Cove adventure, when his rough championship of her in 
the boat roused her gratitude; and the little seed thus 
sown was slowly but surely growing. People do not 
always fall in love; they sometimes slide so gradually 
into it that they do not know where they are going. 
Especially is this the case with a hoy and girl liking, such 
as this was at present. 

As for Escott, he cherished a sceret liking for Winny, 
perhaps more definite than hers for him. ‘One day I 
shall marry her,” he had decided for some time. She did 
not treat him like a boy of no account, as Nest was rather 
apt to do; her quick sight had early perceived that his 
self-respect was not strong enough to bear slights with 
equanimity, and she had more than once saved him from 
them. Escott was quite aware that he was a different per- 
son in his confidences with Winny to what he was usually. 
She could bring out the best and most manly part of his 
character, and he was ashamed to grumble when the brown 
eyes were looking up with laughing penctration into his 
face. ‘I don’t know what good it is my talking to you, 
Winny. I believe you know everything beforeliand,” he 
said one day, half crossly, half laughing. 

«You are not so dificult to read, perhaps,” said Winny, 
with her light laugh. 

© Well, if you know all about me, why don’t you give me 
up at once ?” he said; “other people do.” 

“ Because they don’t know all about you, and I know 
thero is some good in you aiter all,” answered Winny, with 
her laughing eyes. 
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One lovely August day there was a cricket-match played 
in the Erconbury ecricket-ground. Erconbury was playing 
Southshire, and Erconbury people were more or less excited 
about it, as this was always considered the best match of 
the year. Escott, who was a good cricketer, was one of 
the Erconbury eleven: and, persuaded by Winny, the 
whole of the Panclled House party, as well as Colonel 
Armyn, Flora, snd Mrs. Escott, appeared on the ground to 
watch the game. 

No piece of gaiety came amiss to Winny; and she found 
plenty of people to come up and talk to her as she sat by 
her aunt’s side, radiant in white and cherry colour, with a 
bit of red geranium and white jessamine pinned at her 
throat. Aunt Hermy wished that Winny would not be 
quite so cordial in her manner to everybody. It was the 
same fault which Browning’s Duke of Ferrara found with 
his “ Last Duchess.” 


She had 
A heart—how shall I say ?—too soon made glad, 
Too easily impress’d: she liked whate'er 
She look’d on, and her looks went every where.” 


Though kind-hearted Aunt Hermy had no idea of punish- 
ing her niece for her want of dignity, it gave her some little 
uneasiness all the same. 

Mrs. Escott was not learned in cricket, and her notions 
on the subject were somewhat hazy. 

“ Now tell me about it, my dear,” she said to Winny. 
“ That is a Southshire man at that end, isn’t it? and this 
is an Erconbury man here, and they are trying to hit one 
another with the ball. What a good thing it is that there 
is s0 much space between them, or it might be quite 
dangerous.” 

Southshire went in first and made a little over a hundred. 
Then, during the Ereonbury innings, [scott strolled up 
towards his party to talk to them. He was a shy youth, 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


THE SOUTHSHIRE MATCH. 97 


and much afraid of being patronised by some of the other 
men in the eleven—more especially by Jack Heydon, the 
Rugby schoolboy. He had improved greatly in looks during 
this year; his figure had become firmer knit, and his 
bearing more graceful ; and the outline of a dark moustache 
softened his heavy mouth, and made him look rather a 
handsome lad than otherwise. Winny moved upon her 
sexit a little to give him room to sit beside her. 

“So you are really going to a tutor’s for a year?” 

“Yes; Burnet persuaded my father at last. I fancy it 
will be ii dull, but not worse than this, thank Heaven! 
I wouldn’t have stood another year of it for a thousand 
pounds at the end. And Burnet is no great scholar, you 
know. By Jove, what a ball to miss! That fellow 
deserved to be out that time.” 

“ Do you like the Southshire men ? are they pleasant ?” 

“Not very. I heard one or two of them making remarks 
about me, as public-school men always do. But I mean to 
show them I can play notwithstanding.” 

“ Yes, do,” said Winny, eagerly. 

“I believe I can manage with that bowling,” proceeded 
Escott, looking critically at the game. ‘* Will you be here 
all the time, Winny ?” 

«O yes; I hope so. I mean to get Aunt Hermy to 
lct me stay with Mrs. Heydon, if the rest go away before.: 
I know Mrs. Heydon will want to stay to the end.” 

“That’s all right. I should not play half so well if 
nobody was looking on that I cared about,” said Escott. 
«The governor don’t care two straws, and Flora only 
wants to show her pretty face and her new hat.” 

_ “I care very much,” said Winny, too simply for him to 
take the avowal in any other sense but as it was meant. 
“ Wore is Jack Heydon, looking for you, I think.” 

& Oh; Armyn, thero you are,” said a tall, fresh-coloured 
giant, in a striped shirt, striding up to them. “Burton 
wants you to go in after Thorndale, if you don’t mind.” 

` R 
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“ All right," said Escott; and was on the point of do- 
parture when his father stopped him. 

«scott, do you know anything of a certain Algernon 
Smith, who they tell me is playing for Erconbury ?” 

«T know him by sight,” said Escott. 

“ Don’t havo more to do with him than you can help. 
As far as I can mako out, he is good for very little but 
cricket. Heydon gives him the worst of characters.” 

Poor Colonel Armyn was still so infatuated as not to sco 
that to warn his son against the company of any person 
was to make him especially desirous of his acquaintance. 
And the warning had just the same effect as the proverbial 
‘Don't put him under the pump.” scott said to himself 
that he would see this Algernon Smith for himself, and 
judge with his own eyes, not his father’s; and a few 
minutes brought him to the conclusion that he was a much 
maligned person, for Mr. Smith had most agreeablo 
manners, in which there was no shade of patronage. He 
treated Escott ns an equal, and took the boy’s fancy ace 
cordingly. 

Escott played well and steadily when he went in, and 
made a longer score than any Erconbury man had yet 
done, to the surprise of both friends and foes. He read his 
congratulations in Winny’s face when he retired at last, 
and she was eager in her rejoicings when Erconbury ended 
the first innings at a hundred and twenty. After dinner 
Southshire again went in, and brought up the score to two 
hundred.; and then Erconbury again struggled upwards, 
though under difficulties, for the bowling was changed, and 
several wickets succumbed to it. At last the ninth wicket 
went down, and Escott took his place there, with Algernon 
Smith opposite to him, having twenty-one runs to get to 
Baye the game. 

They were both on their mettle, ‘and knew what they 
were about, and first by ones and- twos, then by twos and 
threes, the score mounted up to sixteen, The partisans of 
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Erconbury grew intensely excited; Southshire had mado 
sure of bowling out the last wicket, but their faces grew 
longer when they saw the steadiness of the two men’s play. 
Finally, Escott struck a mighty stroke, and sent the ball to 
the very end of the ground, getting six runs, and thus con- 
- quering. The applause that followed was glorious to his 
ears, as he sat panting on the ground, the process of getting 
his breath still further retarded by the approving slaps on 
the back bestowed by admiring friends. 

When he went back to his own party, his father was not 
among them. 

“ He will be so vexed,” said Winny. He had to go to 
that volunteer drill, I do wish he had been here!” 

Escott had been thinking that his father would now con- 
fess that every one did not hold him as cheap as he did, 
and he was considerably vexed that he had not been there 
to behold his prowess. Possibly Colonel Armyn might 
not have thought a successful hit in a cricket-match so 
noteworthy a thing as to change his opinion of his son’s 
character for it, as it seemed to Escott in his excitement 
that he ought to do. “He would not have cared, I sup- 
pose ; he never does care for anything that happens to me. 
Well, never mind, Winny; you saw it, and I kept my 
word.” 

“ Oh, I did indeed. I can't tell you how glad I was,’ 
said Winny, enthusiastically. 

“ Good-bye; we are going off to dine at the Swan,” said 
Escott. ‘*I am glad you stayed to see it, Winny.” 

Not many weeks afterwards, Escott came up to the 
Panelled House to say good-bye to them—or rather to 
“Winny—before ho went to his tutors in Devonshire. 
Fortune favoured him; the others had gone out, but Winny, 
-who had had a suspicion that he might turn up this after- 
noon, had stayed at home to garden, and he found her 
stooping over a heap of gleaming purple hyacinth-bulbs, 
which she was planting for an early show. 
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« I’m off to-morrow, Winny!” he said with a sigh, which 
might have been cither of relief or of remorse. 

“I congratulate you,” said Winny, demurely. — ‘‘ Of 
course you are very glad.” 

“Well, I thought I should be,” said Escott; “Dut now 
it’s come to the point, I don’t know.” 

«Why not?” 

« Why,” said Escott, rather sheepishly, ‘I should not 
be glad if I thought you’d forget all about me as soon as I 
am out of sight. ” 

Winny looked up and Tene He « Why, Escott, I never 
should have thought of your making me a pretty speech!” 

« Now, Winny, if you are going to chaff, I shall shut 
up. I’m serious. Look here, ever since I’ve been here, 
you’ve been quito different to me to what other people 
have; you're the only person in the world that don’t think 
me a bruic. Now I tell you what; I should not care what 
I did as fiir as the governor or Flora were concerned—they 
would just say they always knew I should turn out bad, 
nnd leave me there; but if you tell me you care about it 
one way or the other, I shall look out how I behave. 
Sometimes I’ve thought you did care.” 

“Tdo care, indeed!” said Winny, very carnestly, not 
laughing now, and holding out her hand to him. 

« Well,” he said, holding it tightly, ‘‘if you care, 
Winny, I mean to try to be as you would like me to be. -I 


should not like to vex you. But then, you know, you must 


go on caring and not forget me. If you did, I should just 
go to the bad altogether, as they prophecy I shall. Mscotts 
always have, as far as I can see, and they say I am an 
Escott out and out.” 

« You shan’t!” said Winny, with a sort of protecting 
force in her tone. 

“T think if you stick by me, I need not. Otherwise I 
know I shall. I say, Winny, I know I’m always abusing 


_ my father becanso he thinks me a brute, but I know I’m 
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one all the same. That’s the sting of it. I don’t think 
I’ve had a fair chance. I don’t think you would think so 
cither, if I told you everything. Dut since I’ve known 
you, I’ve thought I might be something better than I am, 
if you took me in hand. And I believe if you told me to 
jump over the moon, I should try to do it. So perhaps I 
inight be good too for your sake.” 

The laughing butterfly was gone, and a sad-faced littla 
brown maiden stood in her place, trying hard not to cry. 

“O Escott, I always shall care! But ought you to 
talk like that? Surely it would not be right to be good 
only for my sake?” 

“I don’t kuow about that,” said Escott; ‘I’m not 
religious, and I never pretended to be, but I’d sooner 
be good than bad, and I might be, I think, if you 
helped me. ‘here is your aunt coming in at the gar- 
den-gate. Is it a bargain, Winny ?” 

Yes,” she said, and then silently went up to Aunt 
Immy by his side, as he said he was come to wish her 
good-bye. . 

“ Good-bye, Escott Armyn, and I hope you will mind 
what you are about, and not play all tho, pranks some 
young men do, and break your father’s heart. There, 
good-bye.” 

Winny felt the clasp of his hand for long after he 
was gone, and out of sight. She was considerably as- 
tonished at what had taken place, and wanted time io 
look at it; but solitudo did not come until she was in 
ted, when, for almost the first time in her life, she lay 
awake to think. 

She—silly little Winny—conscious of her own weakness, 
unsteadiness, and love of pleasure—suddenly called on to 

_help and guide Escott Armyn! She felt humbled by her 
own unworthiness to a degree that was positive pain. 
The childlike, unconscious nature was so unused to self- 
contemplation that she had never been wont to look at 
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herself as a whole, as she found herself obliged to do now. 
She had known of single faults, and had been sorry for 
them; but sho had never considered what sho might be in 
relation to others. And now it seemed to her that Escott 
looked upon her almost like a pope, and the very incon- 
gruity of the idea made her burst out laughing, even 
though she was in a serious mood. 

“We ought to have chosen Nest for his pope, and not 
me. But then Nest would never have thought him good 
enough to make. friends with. Poor Escott! Perhaps 
Nest's goodness would havo frightened him. Anyhow, I 
am glad he didn’t choose Nest. Shall I tell anybody ? 
No, I think I won’t; this is a secret of my very own 
between him and me. But, O dear! how shall I be good 
enough to help him when I am so vain and silly myself ? 
Well, I will try to be good too—and—and—I will always 
say his name in my prayers. I don’t sce any other way 
that I can help him. Poor Escott!” 

And then Winny cried a litile; and finally—unromantic 
though it was—went to sleep. Nevertheless she did not 
forget her resolution, though she said nothing about it. 
To all appearance she was still the gay, lighthearted child ; 
and if she was a little more thoughtful at times, no one 
knew who it was that was in her thoughts, nor whose name 
if was that was always spoken in Winny’s morning and 
evening prayers beside her little white bed. 
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PART 11. 


CHAPTER I. 
NEST IN LONDON. 


“© A sweet, attractive kind of grace, 
A full assurance given by lookes, 
Continuall comfort in a face, 
The rudiments of Gospell bookes.” 


Prace: a London drawing-room, whose front windows 
looked out into a noisy thoroughfare, and its back ones 
into a quict mews. ‘Time: two years and a-half later than 
Escott’s first departure for Oxford. 

Nest Williams was making her first independent visit 
from home. Her hostess, Mrs. Anderson, was a cousin of 
her father, and had not long before made the acquaintance 
of her young relations at the Panclled House; and both 
Nest and Winny had reccived an urgent invitation to come 
and stay with her and her daughters in London. But 
when it came to the point, the two aunts would not lct 
Winny go. She had not been very strong during tho 
winter, was subject to bad coughs when she caught cold, 
and was utterly careless of her own health: or at least so 
Aunt Immy said. Perhaps the real reason, unavowed, was 
that the Misses Rivers were not over-confident in Mrs. 
Anderson’s discretion, or Winny’s either, and therefore 
hesitated to trust her where they did not hesitate to trust 
Nest. 

Nost had improved both in looks and manners in these 
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three years. She was, if not positively pretty, at least 
very near it, and her expression had gained a depth and 
sweetness which made hor face more attractive than that 
of many regular beauties. She was still very quict and 
gentle, but sho had lost her shyness, and did, not seruplo 
to show that sho had a vein of quict fun in her when 
occasion offered, She was a remarkable contrast to the 

- four Miss Andersons, who all made much of her, and were 
four of the most good-natured and hard-fayoured young 
ladics in London town. 

Mrs. Anderson had been lefta widow early, and had had 
views of her own about the education of her daughters. 
« My dears,” she usod to say, when they were idle at their 
lessons, “if you had any chance of being pretty, it would 
not matter so much about your being empty-headed ; but 
the only chance for you is to tako up the line of common 
sense and intellectual pursuits!” So Lydia, Jane, and 
Maria had severally taken up intellectual pursuits, as they 
were biddon. Lydia painted, Jane played, Maria studied 
natural science; and their mother, in her own mind, 
pointed to them in the spirit of the old cast-country gamo : 


“t One can bake, and one can brew ; 
One can shape, and one can sew ; 
One can sit by the fire and spin, 
And one can make a cake fit for a king.” 


Poor Louisa, tho youngest, was the only one who had 
disappointed her mother’s views for her. Sho was a nice, 
sensible girl, but she had no pleasure in any intellectual 
pursuit. Sho could not play, sho could not draw, sho 


-could not bear natural science ; and when her mother put 


her through a course of philosophic reading, she failed 
entirely from not being able to remember tho diferenco 

between subjective and objectivo. ‘* Loucy ought to havo < 
‘been a beauty,” said hor sisters; but-poor Loucy was the 
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ugliest of the sct, and taller and bigger-boned than any of 
- them. 

Nest came among the Andersons with a pursuit of her 
own—or rather, she found that it was expected that she 
should devote her mornings to it, as Lydia, Jane, and 
Maria did to theirs. About a year before, Nest had actually 
found courage to offer a set of her little fairy tales to a 
publisher, and had, to her delight and astonishment, 
received for them what really was only a small sum, but 
seemed to her inexperience riches untold, producing a watch 
for Winny, a writing-case for Evan, a whole edition of 
Tennyson for herself, and presents for all her other friends 
in proportion. ‘Then there was the delight of correcting 
the first proofs—a delight which loses terribly by repeti- 
tion—and the glory of seeing what had gone up in the 
poverty of manuscript appear in a nicely printed and pret- 
tily bound book. And so, every morning, Mrs. Anderson 
gave hor and Maria the back drawing-room to write and 
read in, while Lydia and Jane practised and drew in tho 
front one, and Louey, not being good for anything clso, 
worked the family sewing-machine in the little den down- 
stairs. 

Now Nest sketched a little, and sang a little. She 
knew that she did not do as well as many people of her 
nequiintanee, and rated her own efforts very low ; but they 
gavo pleasure to horself, and kept her mind open to the 
receptive delight of art, if no more. Here, however, she 
found her little efforts looked upon as a snare, and was 

candidly told by Mrs. Anderson that it was a great pity to 
fritter away her time on such things when she had a real 
pursuit. 

«Why don’t you sing, Loucy ? You have a very awoak 
voice,” said Nest one day when they were alone at the piano. 

‘© Oh, Lydia is the musical one, you know; and mamma 
always says that two in the family ought not to have the 

` samo pursuit,” said Loucy, placidly. 
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‘© Why not?” 

‘© Oh, because they interfere with one another. I am 
afraid mamma is very much disappointed because I have 
no pursuit. You can’t call the sewing-machine a pursuit, 
I’m afraid. But really I think it is just as well; for there 
would be nobody to write the letters or do the needlework 
if it were not for me. And besides, the others do want 
somebody to listen to their music, or look at their drawing, 
or put their specimens in order sometimes ; and of course, 
having pursuits, they can’t.” 

Nest could not help thinking that Louey’s placid unsel- 
fishness and content at being left behind in everything 
was something better than even a pursuit. 

‘‘ Now, there is our party next week,” said Louey. ‘I 
have to write all the invitations and sce that the room is 
nice, and help mamma arrange things. I hope you will 
like it, Nest. It will be very literary, and there will bo 
two or three lions. Edward always brings two or three of 
his friends ‘for the sake of the L. L.’s,’ he says. Ho 
always calls the other three the L. L.’s, after tho literary 
ladies in ‘ Martin Chuzzlewit.’ ” 

‘‘ He is your cousin, is he not?” said Nest. 

“ Yes. He has a pursuit, you know: he is a critic, and 


docs the reviews for the Rambler. We sont him your  . 


book, Nest, and he is going to review it, I hope. Ho is so 
clever, only he is rather satirical; but then you are clever 
too, so you won't be afraid of him—I am.” . 

«I shall be, I assure you,” said Nest; ‘and I do hope 
ho won’t talk to me about my book. It makes me hot all 
over when people do that.” 

‘© Why should it?” said Louey, innocently. “I only 
wish I had written a book, or anything of the kind. Once 
mamma made me try, for she thought that perhaps I 
might take up literature as my pursuit; and I wrote a 
description of a clergyman’s family in the country. Thero 
were four daughters, and I described the four of us; only 
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I disguised it by saying that they were all beautiful, 
which we are not. But when I had done the description, 
I could not think of anything to make them do, except 
take soup to the poor; and that would not fill up all the 
story, you know. So mamma settled that literature would 
not answer for my pursuit.” 

Nest laughed heartily at this recital, and capped it 
with relating a similar effort of Winny’s-in carly youth, 
which had proceoded as far as “ Once there was a giant 
who lived in a windmill, and ground people’s bones to 
make his bread.” his terrific and horror-stirring, though 
hardly original opening, had failed for tho same causo as 
Loucy’s—namely, that Winny could not think of anything 
to make the-giant do. 

“I should like to have written your ‘ Silverwings,’” 
aafil Louey; “it has such pretty touches of fancy, and 
litffe hidden meanings I like to make out. Do you think 
of sùch things now and then, when they come into your 
head, Nest, or do you sit down and think them out 
straight off ?” 

“ They come into my head at odd times,” said Nest, 
“and the pen scems to bring them back when I take it in 
my hand. But I don’t think I could write if I lived in 
London. I should not have the trees, and flowers, and 
blue distances to study, as I have at home. And then it 
is so nice having that dear old cathedral so close. West- 
minster Abbey would never be the same to me; it seems 
to have so much meaning in it.” 

“ What is it like?” asked Loucy, who had an appre- 
ciative power which her sisters lacked. 

“It stands on a smooth green lawn, with limes ‘round 
it; but there is nothing particular outside, except its size 
and its fine old spire. Itis inside that it is so magnificent. 
I wish I could have taken you into the nave one day last 
year, Louey. We were waiting before a great servico 
there, when the bishop was gomg to preach. It was a 
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blazing hot day, and the great western door was open: 
but it was so cool inside, and the light came in with a 
sort of pearly effect, making everybody look as if they 
‘came out of a Venetian picture—if they had only been 
better dressed,” said Nest, with a laugh. ‘ And looking 
through tho western door, you saw a blaze of sunshine, 
with bits of bright colour, from the people’s dresses and 
green grass. It was very suggestive—better cven than 
the sermon.” 

“What did it make you think of?” said Loucy, in- 
terested. 7 

“Of q perfect human life—of the ideal Church—all 
sorts of things. I could suit them all to it,” said Nest. 
© Tt was a sermon with several heads, and did not keep 
you longer than you liked either, And the moral of it 

was, ‘Be certain that your eyes have learnt to bear tho 
splendour of the full sunshine before you step out into it ; 
otherwise the quict shade will be best for you.’” 

“That is a nice moral,” said Loucy; ‘if would just 
suit my stupidity.” : 

The party to which Loucy had alluded came off the next 
week. She and Nest worked very hard to have all things 
as nice as might bo. - Nest got her aunts to send her up a 
box of spring flowers from the sheltered Southshire garden, 
and they decorated the room very prettily: better, Lydia 
said, than she herself could have done with all her artistic 
study. But when the guests began to arrive, and Nest 
found herself alone in a crowd of strangers, she began 
to think that the preparation had been the best part, 
and that the evening would have to be endured, not 
enjoyed. 

She was sitting, half hidden by a curtain, when sho 
heard Loney’s voice near her say— 

“ Now, Edward, you always say we have only dry people 
at our parties. I want to prove the opposite by intro- 
ducing you to Nest.” 
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« Ts that fish, flesh, or fowl, masculine or feminine ?” 
said a pleasant tenor voice. 

“Oh, you know; I told you all about Nest Williams. 
She wrote ‘ Silverwings,’ and we sent it to vou to review.” ` 

« Goodness! Another Tu. L. !7 said Edward Anderson. 
« My dear Louey, are there not enongh already in the 
world? If you did but know the trash of their pro- 
duction that I have to overlook!” 

s ¢ Silverwings’ is not trash,” said Loucy. 

And they are all so fearfully plain!” said Edward, 
dropping his voice confidentially at the last two words, 
and looking round in mock fear at being overheard. 

Loucy laughed, and so did Nest, at the humour of the 
situation. She was penned in by a small table, on the 
other side of which a lady and gentleman, with bored - 
faces, were looking at stercoscope slides. 

« Wo are, if you like; but you must judge of Nest for 
yourself. I wonder where she is ?” 

« Here,” said Nests gentle voice, looking out from 
behind the curtain, with a Iaugh in her eyes, at Loucy, 
Ter clear, delicaicly-formed face looked like a si/houette in - 
the lamplight, with the red curtain behind it; and as 
Edward Anderson saw the dark eyes, the fair arched 
brow, and the quaint smile of amusement on the mouth, 
he felt that he had for once fallen in with a specimen of 
the L. L. who was not * fearfully plain.” 

Loucy, with very red checks and a strong inclination to 
burst out laughing, introduced her cousin, and left them 
to make acquaintance, while she proceeded to other 
hospitable duties. After this Nest found the evening pass 
more quickly, and enjoyed it. Edward Anderson talked 
well, and in his pleasure at finding a girl who was neither 
plain, conceited, nor uninteresting, at one of his aunt’s . 
parties, which he always looked on as the greatest bore of 
the season, he made himself even more agreeable than 
usual. ; l 
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By-and-by Jane sat down to the piano, and played a 
sonato of Beethoven’s. Unfortunately, although she had 
a great deal of facility, and played correctly, she played 
with no fecling at all, and consequently the buzz of cor- 
versation rose higher and higher as the music went on. 
When it was done, and every one thanked her with em- 
pressement, Edward was asked for a song. He sang 
Hatton’s “Bid me to live.” His voice was full, rich, and 
cultivated, and Nest, who had never heard the song 
before, listened enchanted. It was the kind of song which 
suited her taste exactly; and the rich voice rang out, 
carried away by the spirit of the song— 


s“ Or bid me die, and I will dice: 
E’en death to dic for thee,” 


Probably Edward Anderson never thought of the moan- 
ing of the words at all; all he thought of was to give duo 
effect to the music. But Nest, in her imaginative mind, 
saw before her the cavalicr of Herrick’s time, and the fair 
girl Anthea, standing together in a sunny garden, like that 
in Millais’ ‘ Huguenots,” and she was proceeding with 
their story, and far from the crowded London drawing- 
room, when she looked up and saw Edward Anderson close 
to her. ] 

“He had no story, like Lovelace, had he?” said she, 
simply, looking up in Mr. Anderson’s face. 

« Not that I know of,” said the young man, after a 
pause, during which he flattered himself that Nest had 
not discovered that ho was puzzled to know of whom she 
was speaking. 

‘Tam sorry. I wish he had,” said Nest. 

Mr. Anderson, literary man as he was, had not ever 
* attained so lively an interest in the past as to make him 
able to revive the personages of Herrick’s songs, but he 
was tolerably well up in the poetry of that period, and 
discussed it with Nest. Her fuvourite Vaughan, she 
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found, was well appreciated by him. And then she 
asked him why he thought that the poetry of that day 
was so much more like our own than the intermediate 
style, and he discoursed upon the point pleasantly and 
naturally, as was his custom to do. He certainly liked 
ihe girl, he said to himself. After all, she was not an 
L. L. of the race which gave him so much trouble. She 
was simple, bright, intelligent, and good-looking. He 
wished that she were permanently domiciled with his 
cousins. 

Meanwhile, good Mrs. Anderson, secing the animated 
conversation between the two, built up a nice little castle 
in the air. Poor woman, she was desperately inclined 
to match-making, and it was unfortunate that her four 
daughters should be so terribly sensible and plain-featured 
as to give her no chance of exercising her talents in their 
behalf. But now here was Nest, twenty years old, sweet- 
tempered, clever, and “a dear domestic thing,” as Mrs. 
Anderson called her. “Just the wife for Edward!” she 
said to herself, ‘He wants a wife to make him com- 
fortable, and keep him from getting into all those sad 
ways that literary men have now-a-days,—not going to 
church, and laughing at their Bibles, and things of that 
sort. Well, I will try to get him here as often as he will 
come, and throw them together, and see what will come of 
it.” 

At the end of the evening, however, the ‘dear do- 
mestic thing” slept calmly, with nothing more than the 
idea that she had had a pleasant evening, and that literary 
men, if they were all like Mr. Anderson, must be a very 
agreeable set of people. 
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# Was it wrong to own, 
Being truth? 
Why should ail the giving prove 
His alone? 
I had wealth and case, 
Beauty, youth : 
Since my love gave me love, 
I gave these.” 
BROWNING, 


Tur next fortnight was an eventful one to Nest. Edward 
Anderson had fallen easily into his aunt’s trap. There 
was lovely spring weather, and ‘expeditions had been . 
organised to Richmond, to Kew, to the Crystal Palace ; 
among other places, to the Zoological Gardens. Tho 
Andersons laughed at Nest as a country cousin, for want- 
ing to see tho lions and tigers; but she braved their 
- Jaughtor, and Edward Anderson agreed with her that 
the Zoo was the pleasantest place of all. He accom- 
panied them on all these expeditions, saying that the 
Rambler could not blame him for rambling. : 

And what was Edward Anderson after all? For to say 
that a man talks well, has the manners of a gentleman, 
and can sing, is not to set him plainly before the view. 
But, in truth, he had no very marked individuality. At 
school he had been a clever studious boy; at college, a` 
clever idle young man, who, after beginning his careor 
with a Baliol scholarship, had gone out contented with a 
pass. He had studied for tho Bar, but found that in the 
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dearth of briefs some other means of livelihood had better 
be found, and had taken to literature. He could write a 
good article, and his views were moderate, and staid 
enough for the Rambler, which had for its motto, ‘Turning 
to scorn with lips divine the falschood of extremes.” 
Some of his enemies said that he made up his views as 
they were wanted, and had none of his own; but he 
certainly had a view of his own at present, and that was , 
an increasing liking for the quict little author of ‘ Silver- 
wings.” l 

Nest, who in her secluded life at Lyke had rarely seen 
a clever man, and was wont to hide her musings in her 
own heart from the certainty that no one whom she camo 
across would understand them, took his cleverness to mean 
more than it did. ‘The eyes of her imagination always saw 
more than the eyes of her mind, and sho did not know 
that her intellect, humbly as she rated it, went more deeply 
and truly into things than Edward Anderson’s, notwith- 
standing his power of talk and facility of illustration. She 
was naturally inclined, like many clever girls of her age, 
to worship intellect, and when intellect appeared in as 
pleasant a shape as Edward Anderson, he came in for no 
little share of the admiration. 

He, on his side, was attracted by Nest. She was se 
fresh, so simple, so unlike the ordinary run of young 
ladies whom he met in London. She had. no airs and 
graces ; when he hinted a compliment, she never fluttered 
or looked foolish, or seemed to receive it as personal. He 
thought he should like such a girl for his wife. She had 
a small fortune of her own, which would suit him very 
well; it was time for him to marry and settle, and Nest 
would be just the sort of wife to help him on in the 
world, with her quict, sclf-possesscd manner and her clear, 
thoughtful face. 

With all this he was by no means passionately in love, 
and had uot made up his mind whether to ask Nest te 

as F 
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marry him or not, when one day he called at tho Andersons’ 
and found his aunt at home alone. 

« Nost is going home on Thursday, Edward,” she said 
with a meaning smile, ‘‘and I hope to hear somo nows 
before that, my dear boy.” 

“Do you, aunt ?” said Edward. 

t Yes. Ihave kept my cyes open,” sho laughed, ‘and 
from what I have scen I have no doubt that you will give 
mo the niece I should like best.” 

Edward made no answer. 

“& Now, Edward, she is exactly the person fitted for you 
‘in every way. A nice, sweet, good girl, with a little money, 
and clover enough to enter into all your tastes. And really 
you have paid her so much attention that I should not 
like her to leave me without your having come to some 
understanding. It is so very hard upon a girl to lead hor 
to imagine that you mean something, and then draw off.” 

«My dear aunt, I never told you I meant to draw 
off,” said Edward. “J like Miss Williams exccedingly, 
but I am not at all sure that she will have me if I ask 
her.” ; 

“ Try,” said Mrs. Anderson. 

That same evening, when Nest said good-night to her 
hostess, the latter whispered, with a meaning look, ‘T 
should not be surprised if Edward came here to-morrow.” 
She was satisfied to see the rose-flush mount up over 
Nest’s forehead, and even tars, as the girl hastened away 

‘to her own room and locked the door. 

Could it be ? Nest had been perfectly heartwhole until 
Edward Anderson had crossed her path; sho had never 
even fancied herself in love. Lately one or two little 
circumstances had begun to shake her belief in ker own 
indifference ; but she was so ignorant of life, and so des- 
perately afraid of taking a mere pleasant friendship for any- 
thing else, that she had blindiy shut her cycs to her own 
suspicions. But if it were truc, after all! Nest hid her 
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face in the sofa-cushion, and confessed to herself for tho 
first time that she would not find it hard to love Edward 
Anderson. 

Could she leave home, Winny, Aunt Hermy, Lyke, all 
her simple, girlish pleasures, for him? Nest could not 
hide from herself that the idea of going back to Lyke was 
less pleasant than she had thought it would be at the 
beginning of her London visit. ‘The thought of day after 
day spent without coming in contact with any fresh mind, 
or with any new ideas, seemed terribly dreary and hope- 
less. This London life had its compensations; and then 
any connection with literature had an intense charm to her 
mind. But Nest did not hide from herself that it was the 
thought of Edward’s loving her which crowned the whole. 

About his religious principles Nest had no doubt, in tho 
innocence of her heart. Had they not been accompanied 
to church by him for the last three Sundays? Had he not 
sat submissively through an hour’s sermon of one greal 
preacher, and said afterwards that he would not have 
missed it for anything; and stood in the choir of West- 
minster Abbey for another, without betraying weariness by 
look or sign. Of course he was good; Nest had never 
been thrown into intimacy with any one who was not. 
She was reserved herself, and did not care to talk about 
religion; but she took it for granted, when people did 
their duiy and went to church regularly, that their feelings 
were the same as her own. She had seen so few people 
in her short life, and read so few novels, that she had very 
little idea of what the world reaily is. 

Edward did come the next day. Nest was sitting with 
the four Andersons in the drawing-room ; one by one she 
saw them all vanish, and for sheer fright would have liked 
to do the same, but she controlled herself, She sat still, 
and rather paler than usual, with downbent head, on the 
sof, her hands clasped on her knee. 

{Te came up and stood on the hearthrng, leaning his _ 

5 1 2) 
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arm on the mantelpiece.‘ You are going to-morrow, are 
you not ?” said he. 

« Yos, at twelvo o’clock,’’ said Nest. 

t Wo shall miss you very much.” 

£ I shall bo vory sorry to go.” 

“Not so sorry as I shall be. Nest—forgive me for 
calling you so—but I think you must havo seen oe 

And then he made his declaration of love. Nest’s awe 
and shyness made her stiller and more reserved than usual. 
Perhaps Edward would have preferred a more demon- 
strative manner of receiving his proposal. But when she 
raised her eyes to him they were full of tears. 

“I can’t think how you ever came to care for me! I 


hope I shall not disappoint you.” 


Of course he told her that she never would, and that he 
hoped the same for himself, and all the commonplaces 
“which become no commonplaces at such times ; and tho 
end of it was that in half-an-hour they were sitting together 
on the sofa, Nest in a perfect rapture of happiness, hardly 
knowing where she was or what had happened to her. She 
had never thought herself capable of such intense delight. 
Such shy self-restrained natures as hers often do not know 
of what depths of feeling they are capable until some such 


Crisis as this breaks down their barricrs, and they feel that 


there is one side of their nature which touches the cdge of 
the shoreless infinite. ; 
It seomed rather to jar upon the highly-strung feelings 


_ when the family congratulations had to be poured out upon 
~ Nest’s head. Mrs. Anderson’s plump arms embraced her 


for whut seemed to her like many minutes; Lydia, Jane, 


aud Maria all expressed their delight vociferously, and 
Louey looked silently at her as if she could eat her with 
_ her eyes, smiling that bright smile which made her hard- 


etcatared faco almost Donatia. 
| «c O you dear Nest, how nice and jolly it will be to have 
you settled near us 1. 
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“ Wo should have been so angry if Edward had married 
anybody else. But you will be just like a sister.” 

“You are exactly the girl that Edward wanted, Nest. 
You will do him such worlds of good !” 

All this time Louey said nothing. Dut when Nest was 
going to her room, she followed her. 

‘* Nest, do tell me truly—aro you quite happy ?” 

“ Quite,” said Nest, kissing her. 

“ Because I was so afraid mamma would spoil if all 1r 
she tried to bring it on before you were prepared. O Nest, 
I am so glad, both for you and Edward! But if he is not 
good to you I will never speak to him again.” 

“Iam not afraid,” said Nest, smiling. 

“« How is it,” she thought to herself when she was alone 
“that Louey, who is certainly not so clever as the others, 
should be so much the nicest of them all! Perhaps it is 
because she has not her mind full of one thing like the 
rest, and so has a ‘heart at leisure from itself to sootho 
and sympaihise’ as the hymn says. It certainly shows 
how careful I must be not to be absorbed by what is tha 
pleasantest to me, or I might not be a good wile to Edward, 
and then how dreadful that would be !” 

The next morning Nest passed in the same dreamy, 
unreal state of happiness. Edward called in the morning, 
and they had an hour's interview, which was very agree- ` 
able to both of them. Nest had realised her position, and 
was less shy and more- demonstrative than she had been 
the day before ; and Edward had begun to take a certain 
pride in her as a possessicn of his own, and was pleased to - 
think how his choice would be admired and appreciated by 
his friends. “She is not a striking person,” he said to 
himself, “ but so very quict, ladylike, and intelligent, that 
she must please them.” 

. Poor Nest’s confiding simplicity and absence of clear 
perception of character entirely hid from her sight that it 
was only intellectual sympathy and not moral unity which 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


118 TNE PANELLED HOUSE, 


attracted her fo Edward Anderson. It would have been 
impossible for her to criticise him in the outside way in 
which he criticised her. 

Then they patted: and soon afterwards Nest was 
travelling in a South-Western carriage from the dust of 
London to the quict greenness of Southshire—very happy, 
but with a dizzy intoxication of happiness quite alicn to 
her temperament, which made her unwilling to look closely 
into it and see its real nature. It was not all happiness 
either ; there was a sort of regret mixed with it—a regret 
for the happy peace of the old days that would never como 
back. If we saw the homely room, full of associations 
to us, where wo have lived from our childhood, suddenly 
decked out in gilt and crystal, like the boudoir of a palace 
—we should regret the old homeliness, though we might 
admire the new magnificence. The new scene would be 
far amore beautiful than the old, and yct we should lament 
for the memories and the peace of the old days that would 
be departed from tho place for evermore. 
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CHAPTER III. 
ESCOTT’S COUNSELLOR. 


“ Come, come away, frail, fecble, fleshly wight . 
Ne let vain words bewitch thy manly heart, 
Ne divelish thoughts dismay thy constant spright: 
In heavenly mercies hast thou not a part? 
Why shouldst thou then despair that chosen art?” 
SPENSER. 


We must return back a few weeks in order of iime, and 
take up the thread of the chronicle of the second sister's 
life. 

Winny is nineteen now. She is perhaps hardly ag 
pretty as she was at sixteen ; she is not only slight now, 
but positively thin, and the pretty bloom she used to havo 
is not nearly so bright as it was. Beauty which blossoms 
early often goes off the first, more especially if the spirits 
exceed the physical strength, as Winny’s did. 

Nevertheless, what her face has lost in bloom it has 
gained in expression. ‘There is more in her eyes now than 
mere lustre and brown velvet softness; there is more in 
the meaning of her mouth than mere arch fun. Winny 
has come to know something of life by this time; no one 
but herself knows exactly in what way. Those who livo 
with her see but little difference in her; sho is as full of 
nonsense and chatter when she is excited, and the tones of 
her voice are as gleeful as ever, so that you would think 
that she had not a care in life. But look at her when she 
is alone, and you would see the eyes grow grave, the 
mouth lose its archness and fall into a tender curve somo- 
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thing like that of a mother watching her child, and sho 
would sit abstracted, a different Winny from the gay little 
chatterbox who was the pet of Lyke. You might guess 
with unfailing accuracy who was the subject of Winny’s 
thoughts at these times. It was Escott Armyn. 
The half-childish compact she had made with him three 
years ago had drifted her on—whither may be easily 
guessed. Sho and Escott were not engaged; there had 
never been any outspoken declaration of love from him, or 
any acceptance of it from her. Nevertheless they tacitly 
accepted the fact that they belonged to one another, and 
would probably marry each other some day in the far 
future. Winny could not-imagine herself the wife of any 
one but Escott, nor Escott the husband of any one but 
` her. She was a little bit of a flirt still—an innocent flirt, 
it is true, getting into scrapes merely by dint of giving 
way to her natural love of pleasing and making herself 
agreeable at the moment; but no image among all -her 
friends and admirers ever for one moment displaced 
Escott’s, which lay mirrored in the depth of her heart. 
What could she see in him to take her fancy? Every 
one who knew them both would have asked this in amaze- 
ment had they known how matters stood with her. 
Escott was a favourite with no one. His behaviour to 
his father was commented on with shakes of the head and 
elevation of the eyebrows. It was decided among Lyko 
_ gossips that he would never come to any good, and when 
ue was ‘ploughed for Mods” they all said, “I told you 
30.” He was not particularly prepossessing in his appear- 
ance either; to ordinary oyes ho was a tall, dark, heavy- 
_ faced young man, with an ill-tempered mouth; and ‘the 
- very idea of bright, sweet littlo Winny Williams taking a | 
fancy tọ him would have been scouted as preposterous. a 
What did she see in him ? Jam inclined to think that ~ 
Winny was not so wrong as her aunts would have thought ` 
her. She perceived and loved the possible, not the actual -. 
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Fscolt Armyn ; she read and believed in the dormant capa- 
bilities of good which lay in his still perplexed and chaotic 
being. She did not blind her eyes, as Nest in her place 
might have done, to his actual faults: on the contrary, 
she saw them very clearly. But taking him all in all, sho 
loved him notwithstanding. Hers was a protecting, motherly 
sort of love; not the love which aspires and worships, but 
the love which folds round and covers. It was a very 
unselfish love. Winny would have sacrificed herself to 
Escott any day, even if she had been assured of her own- 
future unhappiness, so long as she believed that she could 
make him better and happier. I do not think that even at 
this time she pictured the future life which she believed 
that they were to lead together as one of unclonded hap- 
piness ; tho chicf happiness she thought of was that of 
being always at hand to soothe him in his ill-temper, or 
comfort him in his fits of depression or passionate repining. 
He said that a talk with her did more to set him right 
than anything else; and what then would it be when she 
was always with him ? 

Meanwhile there was no denying that her influence had 
done much for Escott during these few years. Consider- 
ing his anteecdents, and that he lacked the spring ot truo 
principle in himself, he had hitherto kept wonderfully free 
from serapes in his Oxford carcer. It was true that ho 
had failed in his Mods, and that that could be laid to no 
account but his own idleness ; but yet, his friends said, he 
might have done it easily if he had not chosen to take up 
the time in which he ought to have been working for it 
with making a translation of Heine’s songs. It was the 
old spirit of wilfulness, which had led to so much unplea- 
santness between him and his father—the very fact of 
being bidden to do anything made him immediately decide 
to do the opposite. And though, no doubt, it was very 
- improving pastime to indite, while he thought of Winny— 
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“ Thou 'rt like unto a blossom, 

So pure and sweet and fair; 

I look on thee, and straightway 
My heart is filled with care: 

My hand on thy head, meseemcth, 
I needs must lay, to entreat 

That God would ever keep thee 
As fair and pure and sweet.” 


Yet it was not exactly the object for which he had beon 
sent to Oxford, and he had no absolute reason to complain 
if his father found fault with him for the result. 

One day in the Easter vacation they were all in the 
beech-woods, hunting for primroses for church decoration. 
Winny had enlisted Escott and Flora to help her; and 
Jack Heydon, who was also at home now, had joined the 
party. In the course of the afternoon Escott and Winny 
found themselves alone together. 

«I say, Winny, Flora put me in a nice fright. Sho 
told me Jack Hoydon and you were always together, and 
she expected to hear you were engaged.” 

« Well,” said Winny, laughing, ‘“ you will know next 
time how to believe the little stories Flora sends you about 
mo. Jack Heydon, indeed, poor old fellow !” 

“Tt was no laughing matter tome. Winny, you know 
what will happen to me if you give me up.” 

« My dear Escott, I am not going to give you up. 

‘Haye I ever broken my promise to you yet ?” 

« No—but it is too bad never to hear anything from 
you for so long. Couldn’t you write to me now and 
then ?” 

‘*No,” said Winny, decidedly, shaking her head. ‘* My 
aunts would not like it. We must wait. But really, 
Escott, if I trust you, you might trust me.” 

“ Don’t I trust you? Why, what do you think but the 
thought of you has kept me straight all this time? I tell 
you, Winny, I’ve just thought, ‘I shouldn’t like her to 
know, so I won’t do it,’ many a time when nothing else 
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would have stopped me. But if you turn round and give. 
me up, there ’s nothing to save me any more.” : 

“O Escott, I wish—I wish you wouldn’t talk as if it 
was only me that you cared for!” said Winny, with tho 
tears in her eyes, ‘It sounds so wicked—as if you didn’t 
mind what God thought of you,” she added with a faltering 
voice. 

“‘Thero it is again,” said Escott. ‘ Winny, you are 
like a bird in a cage, wondering why the birds out of doors 
let the hawk hunt them down. I don’t know what to think 
about these things. There’s one man I know says that 
God is only another name for this great machine of nature 
that goes round and round, drawing the stars round in 
their orbits, and giving life to the trees and animals just as 
much as tous. ‘Then there’s another who says that there 
is no such thing as right and wrong except in the abstract : 
that nobody can possibly help doing what his appointed 
nature drives him to do, and that it would be most unjust 
to call him accountable. And then there is another man 
who firmly believes that seven-cighths of the world are 
going straight to hell, and the other eighth is to be saved 
by arbitrary decree—how is one to know what to believe 
now-a-days? Ibelieve in you, Winny, that is all I know.” 

“Escott, I don’t know what to say; I am no good at 
arguing, and I can’t understand all your odd new ideas. 
But I only know this, that I am sure that God means you 
to be good, and will make you good some day. And if you 
would only read your Bible, you would find out how. If 
you don’t know things, why don’t you ask somebody who 
does? Surely there must be lots of people at Oxford who 
would help you; what is the good of all those colleges 
and fellows and tutors otherwise ?” 

«I would rather take you for my father-confessor than 
them; I always told you I would do anything you told 
me.” 

*¢ Well, thon, it is very horrid of you, Escott. Yes, I 
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mean it really. I can’t bear to hear you say you only care 
to do right because of me. Perhaps once I should have 
liked it and thought it a fine thing; but now I—[—I’m 
afraid,” and Winny began to cry. ‘* Perhaps I might do 
wrong, or even die, and then where would you be? Escoit, 
if you would only begin to do right because it is right, 
and not because of me iy 

«I couldn't if I tried,” he said. ‘ Ask my father what 
he would give for the chance of a man with Escott blood 
in him coming to any good.” 

“I am not going to ask your father, and I don’t care 
what he says about it ; I only know what the Bible says.” 

© Well, what?” in a half reluctant tone. 

«Tho Lord is loving unto every man, and His merey 
is over all His works,’”’ quoted Winny, under her breath. 

Then they walked on quietly together without any more 
words for a iime. So truc it is that we live in an atmo- 


_-sphere of mystery which enshrouds the most familiar lives 


from each other, that not one of the nearest and dearest of 
theso two had any notion that there was any mutual confi- 
dence between them on any subject deeper than skating or 
cricket, Erconbury gossip, or Oxford jokes. ‘They did not 
dream that when this gay, giddy girl, and this sullen, 
heavy-looking young man were together, they touched the 
depth of each other’s souls, and that each left an abiding 
impress upon the other, which neither life nor death would 
be able thenceforth to efface. Well for them that it was 
Winny’s higher nature which influenced Escott, and not 


Escott’s lower nature which touched Winny. 


Suddenly they found themselves in the presence of the 


rest of the party, increased, since they had left it, by the 


presence of Colonel Armyn, Miss Imogen Rivers, and 
Mrs. Heydon. Then Escott suddenly vanished ; and . 


Winny, who had at all times less strength than spirit, sat 


down to rest on a mossy stump, while Jack Heydon camo ~ 


aud threw himself on the ground by her side. They began 
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to talk, and Winny forced herself into high spirits, and 
soon was laughing and chattering even more than usual. 
Jack Heydon always found Winny’s wit very amusing, 
though it was of too slight a kind to bear repetition, and - 
indeed owed more than half its charm to the bright eyes 
and gleesome voice which uttered it. All the time, how- 
ever, she was longing to be alone, to think over Escott's 
confidence, and wondering whether she had said the right 
thing to him, or not enough. 

Aunt Immy and Mrs, Heydon, with the match-making 
propensities of their years, watched the couple—the fair, 
red-whiskered giant of an Oxonian and the dark sparkling 
prettiness of the girl—and smiled a telegram to ono 
another as they did so. Flora, who was not best pleased 
to see any one devoted to any young lady except herself, 
remarked, ‘ What a flirt Winny is!” sotto voce to the 
irces; but they did not betray her confidence to any one. 

Before long, Colonel Armyn called away his daughter 
and they went home together. Many people would have 
agreed that Jack Heydon showed bad taste in deserting 
Flora for Winny; for the long, slim girl of eighteen had 
bloomed out into a very magnificent-looking woman. 
Flora had a dazzling complexion, bright eyes, and a mass. 
of chestnut-red hair; her features were not perfectly 
regular, but well-formed; and if it had not been for the 
peculiar curl of the lip, which Aunt Immy called scornful, 
and Mrs. Heydon discontented, hers would have been a 
- face to look at again and again. But the curl of the lip, 
and the working of the eyebrows, detracted considerably 
from Vlora’s beauty ; and made women, who are more 
attracted by expression than men, assert that if it were 
not for her complexion, her hair, and her figure, Flora 
wonld be no beauty at all. Her figure at least was fault- 
less, and the trim ankles displayed by her short dress, and 
set off by London boots, were the admiration even of Aunt 
Immy, who could not endure her. 
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“Flora,” said her father as they walked along, “I 
wished to remind you that it is hardly kind to leavo 
Mrs. Escott alone for the whole morning as you did 
to-day. What were you doing ?” 

«I was singing,” said Flora, a little resentfully; “and 
then I had some croquet with Escott and Jack Heydon.” 

« Hardly so uscfully spent a morning as might be,” said 
the Colonel; “I don’t think you would find Nest and 
Winifred spending a morning in that way.” 

Flora tossed her head indignantly. Poor Coloncl 
Armyn, after all these years, had not discovered that to 
hold up Nest and Winny as examples of any course of 
conduct was the surest way to sot Flora against it. Ho 
went on, ‘You know, I feel that we owe a great deal 
of attention to your grandmother, becauso she is so much 
alone in the world, poor woman.” 

«I’m sure I pay her as much as any one can expect,” 
said Flora, sulkily. 

«If you measure out your duties in that way, I daro 
say you do,” answered her father, drily. And so thoy 
reached home. 

Escott was silting in the garden with his pipe, reading a 
pook, which he slipped into his pocket, not unmarked by 
his father, as Colonel Armyn and Flora entered. The 
book had a rough brown-paper cover, and Colonel Armyn, 
watching the furtiveness of the action, could not help 
suspecting that it was something better left alone. It 
Escott’s cloth coat had been transparent, and Colonel 
Armyn had perceived that the book in question was a 
volume of Kingsley’s Sermons, he would have been saved 
many anxious uiediiations. But scott took as much 
pains to conceal from his father’s eye any sign of interest 
in religion, or pleasure by goodness, as many sons would 
have done to conceal the opposite. He could not restrain 
his perverse independence of authority, even when his 
tastes and his father’s tended in the same direction. 
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CHAPTER IY. 
NEST AND WINNY. 


& I have no joy of this contract to-night; v 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden : 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Ere cne can say, It lightens.” 


Romeo and Juliet. 


i 


« My dear child!” said Aunt Hermy, hugging Nest closely 
to her. _ “To think of your being engaged !” 

«O Aunt Hermy! I can’t imagine how he ever came 
to like me!” said Nest, with tears in her eyes. 

«O Nest, Nest!” said Winny, conmg up for her 
kiss, “so this is what you do when I am out of tho way. 
And you really are going to marry a man you had never 
seen six wecks ago!” 

Winny spoke lighily, but her heart was aching all the 
time. ‘Lo think how she had been counting the days for 
Nest coming home, and then to find that this coming home 
was only the prelude to a longer parting! She could hav 
sat down and cried all the rest of the evening, only that 
she had a utilitarian vein in her, and was quite aware that 
it would be of no use. y 

“I couldn’t help it, Winny. You will find out the same 
when your fate comes some day,” said Nest. 

Winny was- convinced in her cwn mind that her faie 
had come already, but she only shook her head, while 
something like tears glittered on the long cyelashes. 

«And what have you been doing with yourself, Miss 
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Winny !” said Nost, at LSE after hor news had been well 
discussed. 

t Me? Nothing particular,” said Winny, the brown 
cheek reddening a little as she told this littlo fib. ‘‘In 
the holidays we had one or two rides with the Armyns ; 
and I have been to sce one or two of your old women,! 
and old Mrs. Tibbins made me take some of her snuff, to' 
seo how I liked it, one day—ridiculous old thing. I’m; 

_ sure she never did you such a favour, Nest.” 

Even Nest, though not usually clear-sighted, could sec 
that Winny’s nonsenso and merriment were forced. - ‘ Poor 
Winny!” she thought, ‘‘no wonder that she hates the 

whole thing, coming: upon her so suddenly. Of course I 
shall always be just the same to her, but I suppose sho 
thinks she will lose me, and that I shall never think of 
anything but Edward. I will have it out with her to- 

- night, though, when I go to bed.” ~ 

And that night Nest, having persuaded Winny to sleep 

-with her, lay awake discoursing into the small hours of the 
morning. How she had first met Edward, and had heard 
him deprecate being introduced to her, because ‘‘ they 
were all so fearfully plain;”’ how their acquaintance had 
progressed and ripened, and how she had at last come to 
wonder how she could have done without him for so long. 
« You must try to like him for my sake, Winny, though I 
don’t think you will find it hard,” said Nest, in her gentlo 
yoice. 

«I'll look at him through my rose-coloured-est spec- 

_tacles,” said Winny. ‘‘And now, Nest, I’ve got some- 

thing I must tell you, only you must be as secret as a- 


=~ ay if I do.” 


“What is it?” said Nest, wonderiug. 

“T must tell somebody, and I can’t tell Aunt Hermy, 
because she and Mrs. Heydon would discuss it together, 
~ and that would not be fair to poor Jack. O Nesi, 

‘Unagine my horror the other ae You know hew We 
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have always gono on together, chafling one another, and 
making a noise, and all that, and I always thought if ho 
liked anybody it was Flora; and there, I found him at my | 
elbow, at that dinner-party at the Rectory, actually pro- 
posing to me!” : 

“ Did he indeed?” said Nest. ‘‘And you refused him, 
poor fellow ?” 

“O yes, of course. But I was so sorry for him, Nest, 
he seemed to mind so very much. I felt I must be such a 
wretch to have let him think I cared for him in that way; but 
I never meant it, indeed.” 

“ And you don’t care for him? He is so good, and nice, 
and kind, Winny——” 

“I know he is. That makes it all the worse,” said 
Winny, with a little sob. ‘* We were in the garden after 
dinner when he did it, and I began to cry like a great idiot 
as Iam; and ho was so kind to me, and begged me not to 
distress myself, for it was all his fault and not mine.. And 
he looked so white and whappy when he went away—I 
quite hated myself!” 

« And would you give him the same answer if he asked 
you again ?”” 

“Yes,” said Winny, very decidedly. 

“Why?” said Nest, thankful for the darkness, which 
made it possible to her to question Winny, as she would 
not have dared to do in the daylight. 

‘* Because I don’t like him well enough,” said Winny. 

« Ts it because you like any one else better ?” 

There was no answer. 

«O Winny! It is not Escott Armyn ?” 

« Yes, itis then.” The words came out at last a little 
defiantly. 

Whatever dismay Winny had felt at the news of Nest’s 
engagement, Nest felt yet more at this admission. She 
looked upon Escott as the Heydons and her aunts and his 
own father did; she knew nothing of the better sclf to 
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which Winny alone held the key. The very idea seemed 
to her to be profanation. 

« Has he ever said anything ?” proceeded Nest. 

“ Enough to show me how he thinks of me,” said Winny. 

“But, Winny, do you think he can make you happy ? 
Think of his temper, and how he behaves to his father.” 

You know nothing about it, Nest,” said Winny, in- 
dignantly. “His father has not the least idea how to 
manage him. Escott tries very hard to be good, and his 
temper is nof his fault. And I would sooner be unhappy 
all my life than marry anybody clse, for I believe that 
would drive him to be as bad as you think he is.” 

And Winny gave way at last, and burst into a fit of 
sobbing. Nest put her arms round her, and pressed her 
closely to her., i 

« You don’t understand, Nest,” she sobbed. ‘It is all 
very well for you to talk. You are wise, and sensible, and 
clevor, and I am silly and ignorant, and can’t help flirting 
even when I don’t mean to, as I did with poor old Jack. 
There is only onc little thing I can do that nobody else can, 
and that is to care for Escott, and help him to be good. 
And that is what I mean to do, whatever I have to give up 
for it.” 

“But you are not engaged to him ?” said the newly- 
betrothed maiden. 

« Of course not. Do you suppose I should have kept it 
secret if I had been?” said Winny. 

“ But how long has it been going on, then ?” 

- “Ho began talking to me and telling me about his 
troubles, that first year, before he went to Oxford. And 
now it has gone on so long that we both of us feel as if we - 
belonged to cach other. He never said anything in so many 
words, that I could have told any one about. I don’t sup- 
pose we shall ever be allowed to marry one another,” said 
Winny. “Colonel Armyn and the aunts would be sure to 


_ say that Escott was too good-for-nothing, and I was too 
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giddy, and if they ever did come round, it would be an 
awfully long time first. I wish we lived in a world whore 
nobody ever wanted to marry anybody else; there is nothing 
but bother all the way round with it in this!” 

Nest, in the bliss of her first love, could not echo this 
wish ; and it was the conclusion of the conversation, for 
Winny, tired out with talking and crying, suddenly fell 
asleep, and as the house-clock just then struck three, Nest 
composed herself to follow her example. 

Aunt Hermy had, of course, sent the news to the Rectory 
and the Manor House that same evening. In consequence, 
Mr. and Mrs. Heydon and Colonel Armyn and Flora arrived 
the next morning to congratulate Nest. 

Mrs. Heydon’s congratulations were characteristic. 
‘© Well, Nest, so you have come back an engaged young 
lady? I wish you joy of him, my dear; that is, if he is 
good for anything. It will do you all the good in the world 
to know something of life by your own experience, and not 
other people's.’ 

Nest smiled in her drenmy way, and said that.she thought 
perhaps it would. 

“I am sure Mr. Anderson will have a very good-tempered 
little wife, at all events,” said Mr. Heydon. ‘‘ Katherine, 
you should not temper your congratulations with improving 
remarks like that. Now I am going to congratulate you in 

“the old style: ‘May the sun of prosperity illuminate your 
virtues, and may the shadow of adversity never touch you 
except to cement your love !’” 

“ That is the sort of congratulation I like,” said Winny. 
‘t Y shall come to you when I am engaged, Mr. Heydon, to 
get a pretty speech like that. I am not quite sure, though, 
how shadows cement anything—are you?’’ And she 
looked up with her arch, mischievous eyes into his face. 
No one would have thought her the same Winny who had 
sobbed out her little confessions to Nest the night before. 

The HMeydous were only just gone when Colonel Armyn 
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and Flora appeared. Nest sprang up to meet her old friend, 
who still possessed an unusual charm in her eyes. 

« My dear child,” ho said, taking both her hands and 
holding them in his, “I wish you every blessing you can 
desire. I hope you will be very happy, and that your lifo 
may brighten instead of darken as you grow older. You 
have made me poetical for the first time in my life, you 
sec,” he added. ‘* But we shall miss you very much when 
we lose you, Nest.” 

“I wish you joy, Nest,” said Flora, with a sort of peck- 
ing kiss which conveyed little real affection. ‘‘ When are 
we to see him ?” 

«Ho is coming down from to-morrow till Monday,” 
answered Nest. ‘I hope you will all like him; but I 
think you can’t help it.” She looked very radiant as she 
spoke, and Colonel Armyn was irresistibly reminded of the 
day when her mother had told him that she too was 
betrothed. 

Flora was not in a good temper this morning. She was 

somewhat aggrievéd at the fact that Nest, whom she accused 
of possessing a white face and a wooden figure, and no 
-power of shining in society, should have attained tho 
honour of becoming engaged before herself. “If papa 
would only let me have a season in London I would be 
even with her,” she said to herself. ‘‘As to him, I 
should think he was no great catch, or he would not havo 
been caught by her.” 

« You must promise to introduce him to us after church 
on Sunday, then,” said Colonel Armyn. ‘‘I shall con- 
gratulate him with more heartiness than I can you, Nest, 
because I know what he will gain by taking you, and I 
can’t tell yet what you will gain by taking him.” 

“I am afraid I shall gain the most,” said Nest, smiling ; 
“ bnt I shall leave you to judge of that yourself. I have 
been pretty quick about my affairs, have not I, Colona 
Armyn ? Py 
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‘t Not too quick, I hope,” said Colonel Armyn, gravely, 
remembering his own hasty marriage. 

“« At any rate, Hugh, we shall not let her go yet awhile. 
Luckily for us her uncle, Walter Williams, in Australia, is 
trustee ; so he will have to be written to, and to send an 
answer before the money matters can be settled,” said 
Aunt Hermy. 

“I expect the carliest intelligence of the bridesmaids’ 
dresses,” said Flora. ‘* Mind you let me know, Winny. I 
suppose you will have the arranging of them.” 

“I want Nest to have dummy bridesmaids,” said Winny. 
“ They would be just as much use as the others, and save 
so much trouble: you know her trousseau might be dis- 
played upon them to such advantage! And then there 
would be no difliculiy about whether they were to wear pink 
or blue or green, you know.” 

« Winny is in such spirits,” said Aunt Hermy, ‘that 
she can dc nothing but talk nonsense.” 

“ It’s tho proper thing, isn’t it?” said Winny, demurely. 
‘© Tt is all nonsense, you know.” She could have cried at the 
slightest provocation, and this was her way of defying her 
tears. 

« Wait till your turn comes,” said Flora, looking at her. 
Winny made a little curtsey. 

“ By-the-bye,” said Colonel Armyn, suddenly, “do you 
know if it is true that that house with the poplars on the 
Erconbury road is taken? An acquaintance of mine was 
thinking of taking it.” 

« Yes,” said Winny, who always gathered the news of 
the place sooner than any one else; “it is taken by the 
Mr. Smith who played in that match with Escott a long 
time ago, before he went to Oxford.” 

« Alyornon Smith? I carnestly hope not,” said Colonel 
Armyn, looking disturbed. s 

_* Why not?” said Nest, who was exactly the reverse of 
Winny, and never knew anything thit went on. 
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“Te does not bear a good character,” said Colonel 


Armyn. 

«A very bad onc, you might say, Hugh,” said Aunt 
Immy; “Mrs. Dawson came up to the Rectory two or 
three days ago to ask if there was no law which would 
prevent a man of that sort settling in the neighbourhood of 
respectable people.” 

“I wish ho was not near the place, with all my 
heart,” said Colonel Armyn. And so the conversation 
ended. 

The next day Edward Anderson came down to Lyke. It 
was somewhat of an ordeal both for him and for Nest. Even 


‘jfa man is very much in love, it is trying to be walked out 


ns it were for inspection, and to fecl his mental paces tried 
as if he were a horse. Nest was not afraid that Aunt 
Hermy would not do all she could to smooth down the in- 
evitablo awkwardnesses of the visit; for although Aunt 
Hermy was something like her nicce in haziness of per- 
ception, her kind heart made her naturally pleasant and 
sympathetic in manner. But she was a little doubtful how 
Edward might take Aunt Immy’s blunt outspokenness; and 
she was a good deal consoled to find Aunt Immy much 
quieter than usual, and not at all in one of her combative 
moods. i 

Edward had been nearly as curious to see Nest’s belong- 
ings as they had been to see him. The quiet of the 
Panelled House was a curious change alter the noise of 
London; everything was so green, so soft, so still. The 
nightingales sang to him all night, and the breeze swung 
the carly-blooming sprays of the sweet Banksia roses back- 
wards and forwards outside his window. In the morning 
he was awakened by the church bells—Lyke church had a 
peal of five—and went down into the garden to find Nesi 
standing in a blaze of brilliant early sunshine with a bunch 
of lilies of the valley in her hand, two or three of which 
she detached and presented to him as her morning greeting. 
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Sho wore a white dress and green ribbons, and looked not 
unlike a lily herself, as Edward did not fail to tell her. He 
felt somewhat as if he was acting a part in an idyll, and 
threw himself into it with considerable earnestness and 
some amusement; but perhaps he overdid it a litile, for 
a pair of keen eyes were taking note of his doings in a way 
that he little suspected. 

“ Aunt Hermy,” said Winny, when they were alone in 
the dining-room, after breakfast, “I don’t like him! He 
is not half good enough for Nest. He has not got a truo 
ring about him.” 

“Tt is very carly days to judge, Winny dear.” 

“I can’t help it. I know second thoughts are best, 
and all that; but I can sce as plainly as possible that he 
is weak and vain, and not nearly so much in love as he 
vught to be.” 

“ How, my dear child ?” said Aunt Hermy, anxiously. 

‘Did not you see him last night when he was reading 
the Saturday, and never noticed Nest getting up to get out 
the chess-table? And did not you see how hè got out his 
Rambler the first thing, and began to talk about it, as if we 
eared about that? And then he makes pretty speeches 
and pays little compliments, such as a man might say to 
any girl he was flirting with—not such as he ought to keep 
for his promised wife. I can’t believe that Nest is going 
to marry fim!” 

«“ It seems like it,” said Aunt Hermy, with a sigh. 

«Nest always was as blind as a bat!” went on Winny. 
&I wish people would invent mental spectacles. She is 
short-sighted in her mind; and people who are nothing 
particular in any way scem to her to havo every virtue 
under the sun.” : 3 

~ Well, Winny, I am not at all sure that your spectacies 
are not too strong for you to see through clearly. Don’t 
judge on such a very short acquaintance, for nobody is _ 
more liable to prejudice than sisters and brothers-in- 
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law; and if you don’t take caro you will be sorry sume 
day when you find you have estranged yourself from 
him.” 

«I won't estrange myself. I can be as double-faced as 
anybody,” said Winny. ‘I mean to be a systematic 
hypocrite, and pretend I like him. Only I must have it 
out with somebody.” 

And Winny walked away, in a mood which, for her, was 
a cross one. Poor child! she was gcing through one of 
those periods of ‘‘upset” and ‘*muddle” which are 
almost more painful to young minds than real trials and 
temptation. When all the comfortable foundations of life 
seem to be rudely shaken, and an underlying jar and fret 
prevents any true enjoyment of the little pleasures of the 
day, and sifting its causes only shows that nobody is in 
fault, and that you yourself are fractious and irritable ; 
and when the moral nature is not sufliciently developed to 
perceive that the true perplexity, and the true solution— 
that the changes and chances of this mortal life are only 
shifting waves on the surface, and that they do not prevent 
the anchor of the soul from holding firm upon the stable 
foundation below ; it is little wonder that a girl like Winny 
should creep away into solitude, and throw herself on tho 
ivied ground in the shrubbery, and cry as if her heart was 
breaking. Very foolish no doubt; but every ono is not 
perfectly wise or good at nineteen, or where would be the 
use of threescore years and ten ? 

Before long it was church-time, and they walked to 
church in a body. ‘ There’s Miss Nest’s young man,” 
said the village gossips, as they watched the procession : 
Winny and the two aunts in front, Nest and Edward 
behind. Winny, as her way was, laughed and chattered 
all the more for her depressed spirits; her red cyes did 
not show behind the dainty little spotted veil she had tied 
over her bonnet, and the old women said, as they watched 
her, ‘ Bless her little heart, she’s never had a thought of 
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care, has Miss Winny. Somebody ’ll be coming after she 
soon, too.” 

Edward behaved decorously during the service ; but his 
attention was considerably distracted by the singing of a 
young lady near him. He thought he had never heard 
such a magnificent voice—so rich, so full and free, as 
it flowed out in waves of sound all over that part of the 
church. ‘Bad form to do it in that marked way,” he 
said to himself; ‘‘ but I suppose she can’t help it. What 
a voice it is, to be sure!” 

Before long he managed to catch sight of the singer, ` 
and. perceived that she was a very handsome girl. ‘I 
must make Nest intreduce me,” thought he,—<‘ good little 
Nest! how I should shock her if she knew how I was 
attending to my neighbours instead of my devotions. But 
really such young ladies with such voices should not come 
upon one unawares.” 

Edward's wish was gratified without his having to use 
any means towards its fulfilment. His party stayed in 
church urtil most of the congregation had dispersed, and 
then, when they came into the churchyard, found them- 
selves waylaid by a tall officer and a well-dressed young 
lady, in whom Edward recognised the siren of the church. 

« Colonel Armyn, Mr. Anderson,” said Aunt Hermy, in 
the nervous little manner which, notwithstanding her threo- 
score years, still clung to her when she had to perform 
any such small social duty. s 

The Colonel bowed, held out his hand, and said, ‘* Allow 
me to congratulate you, Mr. Anderson, with all my heart. 
You are going to rob us of the best treasure we have 
here.” 

Edward bowed, shook hands, and said audibly, ‘‘ Thank 
you, you are very kind.” Inwardly he said, “ I wonder if 
the old prig wanted her himself? He looks as grave as a 
judge.” 

“Introduce me, Nest,” whispered Flora, with a little 
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nudge; and Nest, not white-faced now at least, but pink 
to the roots of her hair, said, “Mr. Anderson, Miss 
Armyn,” and then, with some rather invalid excuse about 
having left her Prayer-book in church, detached herself 
from the group, and left them to make acquaintance with 
Edward without her. 

What a beautiful creature Miss Armyn is,” said 
Edward, as they walked on. ‘* You never prepared me, 
Nest.” 

“I never thought she was very beautiful,” said Nest. 
“T don’t like her face very much, though she has splendid 
hair and complexion. But don’t vou like her father’s face, 
Edward? He always reminds me of some medieval ceru- 
sader on a monument; there is one in Erconbury Cathe- 
dral exactly like him. I will show it you some day.” 

« H> looks to me like a regular martinet,” said Edward ; 
“ but T will take all his virtues on trust from yon.” 
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CHAPTER Y. 
A CONFIDENCE. 


“The end and the beginning vex 
His reason: many things perplex, 
With motions, checks, and counterchecks, 


“ He knows a baseness in his blood 
At such strange war with something good, 
He cannot do the thing he would. 


© Ah, sure, within him and without, 
Could his dark wisdom find it out, 
There must be answer to his doubt.” 
TENNYSON, 


Some ten days after Edward Anderson’s first visit, Winny 
was walking down the lane which led from the Manor 
House, after an embassy to Flora about the pattern of 
some collar or bodice which she wanted for Nest, whose 
dress the younger sister always arranged for her as far as 
she would consent to it. Winny was getting accustomed 
to the idea of Nest’s engagement by this time, and reso- 
lutely had set herself to make the best both of it and of 
Edward. But it is hard, and seems, when we are young 
and inexperienced, wrong and almost treacherous to try to 
make the best of that which happens to those we dearly 
love and think worthy of all honour and delight in life. 
We are so terribly ambitious when we are young, and 
think that the golden apples are only our merited share, 
and, still more, the merited share of our friends. When 
we grow older we grow wiser, and are thankful if those wo 
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love are moderately happy and moderately contented. 
But Winny had not learnt this yet; it is doubtful if she 
ever did learn it before she was made wise with that 
wisdom which we hope all of us to gain somo day in 
the far-off future, when that which is dim shall be made 
clear. 

Winny, then, was walking down the green lane, her 
fresh cotton dress flecked with the flakes of light which 
found their way between the over-arching leaves, her mind 
tolerably at ease, and pondering no overmastering problem 
of life or sorrow, but tho question, how to make two yards 
of muslin cut into an article of dress which properly 
required three. When every woman is a sage, perhaps 
such little considerations may lose their attraction for the 
female mind; but Winny was not a sage, but a giri of only 
ordinary intellect, and the consideration of this point gave 
her a pleasure which abstruse mathematics could never 
have had. But just as sho was saying to herself, half 
aloud, ‘Take out the under-half the sleeve, and join the 
selvedges of tho back to the front,” she heard her own name 
called in a voice which made her start, and sent her cal- 
culations to the winds. It was Escott’s voice, and sho 
believed him to be at Oxford; but, on looking up, sho 
perceived the well-known tall figure striding along tho 
lane, swinging a little leather bag in his hand. 

His face showed that he was not at ease, and, in con- 
sequence, not in his pleasantest mood; but his features 
relaxed----as whose would not ?—at the sight of the little 
eager brown face, with its big, bright eyes, all gladness at 
seeing him. 

‘* Why, Escott!” was all she said ; but she held out her 
hand, and he grasped it in Doth of his. 

‘¢T’m glad I saw you, Winny. I’m in awful tribulation, 
and I wanted you not to hear of it from the governor, o1 
any of the friends who wish only for my good, as they say 
for I know what that comes to. I grant the look of things 
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is against me; but you will believe me when I say I am 
not to blame in this.” 

« Of course I will, if you say so,” said Winny, looking 
up into his face with her true, loyal eyes. 

“ Look here. I will tell you all about it,—at least, as 
far as I can,” said Escott, hurriedly, walking on by her 
side.. “No, not that way, the lane is not long enough. 
Come into the field here, and sit down under the trees; it 
is nice and cool, and then I can tell you all about it 
without interruption.” - And he led the way through tho 
gate into the pasture edged with elm-wood, and spread his 
spruce silk handkerchief to make a dry seat for Winny ; 
for Escott was a gentleman, whatever his faults. 

“I give you my word of honour, Winny,” ho said, 
eagerly, “that I am wrongfully accused and could not 
clear myself. But the long and short of it is, that they 
have sent me down for a year.” 

“ Sent you down!” said Winny with a face of blank 
horror, for to her this was equivalent to lifelong dis- 
graco. ; 

‘© Sent me down,” said Escott. ‘‘ And a nice business 
I shall have of it with the governor. I don’t believe thero 
ever existed such an unlucky dog as I am!” 

“ What do they accuse you of?” 

« Well, the Dean had a practical joke played upon him, 
nothing at all amusing, but exceedingly foolish and ill- 
bred, and the man who did it came and implored me to 
screen him; mind, Winny, this is in the strictest secrecy, 
but I can trust you. It would have made all the difference 
to his whole life, for he has a straitlaced old uncle, im- 
mensely rich, whose heir he expects to be, if he behaves 
himself; and what he did he did when he was drunk, and 
was awfully sorry for it when he got sober again, as you 
may think. So there was nothing else to be done. I 
don’t know what difference exactly it will make to me, 
beyond a year’s delay in taking my degree, and a year’s 
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jobation from my father, and that I can stand, so long as 
you know the truth, Winny.” 

Winny’s faco flushed with pride, and her heart beat 
high. She was really and truly proud of Escott now for 
the first time; for though she had long loved him, her 
love had always been mixed with pity. She clasped her 
hands together, and said, “ O Escott, how good of you! 
And you sacrificed yourself for him ?” 

“J could not well do anything clse,” said Escott. 
«a Winny, I am so glad that I met you, for now that I 
know you will believe me I can go through with every- 
thing. But I could not have borne you to think I had 
done it, as they say I did.” 

“I am so glad too,” said Winny; ‘‘for now I know 
that they ought to bo proud of you, instead of making 
your lifo a burden to you. Shall you tell Flora ?” 

“No,” said Escott. “Flora can’t hold her tongue ; 
she would be for ever at me to find out who the man is, 
and do it in all sorts of roundabout ways, which I can't 
fathom, so that she would probably get it from me some 
day, when I was not thinking about it.” 

«You make her out a very Delilah,” said Winny, 
laughing. “But never mind, Escott. I will keep your 
secret for over, and wild horses should not tear it from me.” 

“ I have no fear of the wild horses,” said Escott; but 
can you say as much for your aunts, when they say, 
‘What a pity it is that that good Hugh Armyn should 
have such a scapegrace of a son!’” and he put on what 
wis meant to be an imitation of Aunt Immy’s manner, but 
failed so signally that Winny burst out laughing, and told 
him not to mimic her aunts, at least until he could do it 
better. 

« Seriously, Escott,” said Winny, ‘ you may trust me. 
I know it will be very hard, when I hear you abused, but 
I can purse up my lips, and say nothing. But oh! it is 
very horrid to think of your being blamed for what you 
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have not done. It will be much more horrid for you than 
for most people, I believe.” 

“I shan't care so long as you know all about it. I 
knew you would believe me. O Winny, I wonder what 
I should do without you! Sometimes I try to fancy what 
it would be if you were to give me up. I think I should 
cut my throat if you did.” 

“Escott!” said Winny with a shiver, ‘‘ don't say such 
awful things, please. Of course I would never give you 
up ; but one never knows what may be in the future, and 
there may he other things that might come between us.” 

“ And you can think of the possibility quietly like that!” 
said Escott, almost angrily. ‘‘ Well, I suppose it would 
not be the same for you: you have everything that can 
be to make you kappy, and you might get on very. well 
without me. But if you can contemplate it so coolly— 
well, all I can say is that the man in ‘ Locksley Hall’ was 
right when he said women were ‘as moonlight unto sun- 
light, and as water unto wine!” 

“ Don’t be angry with me, Escott,” pleaded poor Winny. 
«There ’s nothing I wouldn’t do rather than give you up, 
and I don’t see any reason why it should ever come to 
that. I believe I should be true to you to the end of my 
life, if I lived to be a hundred and never sct eyes on you 
again: Ishould never dream of liking anybody clse in the 
same way. But I can’t help thinking all the same that 
everything is not certain in this life.” 

he tears in her eyes brought compunction to Escott. 
‘© You poor little thing, I beg your pardon. I did not 
mean to fly out upon you, Winny. But you know what [ 
am, and this Oxford affair has not improved my state of 
mind. Must you go ?”’ as she rose. 

«Yes, I must, they will be wanting me,’ 
smiling with dewy cyes. 

“But you are not angry with me?” 

« Angry with you? Proud of you!” 


she said, 
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“JT don’t sco any reason to be proud of mo. I could 
not help it, of course.” 

‘©No,”’ said Winny, laughing, ‘but I am proud that 
you could not help it. Perhaps you'll still say that no 
one with Escott blood in him can do anything worth 
doing—eyen when it comes to sacrificing himself for his 
friend, and thinking nothing of it!” 

« You think too much of it, you know.” 

«I don’t, a bit. Escott, don’t you see that it is a com- 
plete contradiction to all those horrid things you say some- 
times, about being doomed to be bad, and all the rest ? ” 

“Why?” 

“ How can you be doomed to be bad when you have 
the power to do a noble thing like this? Why, how do 
you think the power came thore ?” 

“I don’t know.” 

« Well, then, I do. I am very proud of you, and all 
the more because I am quite sure that this is only tho 
beginning of your goodness, and that you will go on and 
on till you are up so high, you will be quite out of reach 
of poor little me ! Never mind, I shall acquiesce. Good- 
bye, Escott.” 

«T’m far enough from that now,” said Escott to him- 
self, as he watched the slender little figure trip away, and 
saw her sweet smiling face as she turned round and waved 
her hand to him before she vanished in the lane. He 
little thought what pure unselfish exultation was in her 
heart that she had at last a right to be prond of him, not 
to pity him. Her love for him seemed to have attained 
the one clement of joy which it had hitherto been lacking. 
He was not of sufficiently humble spirit to be able to 
realise what Winny’s love for him had involved, or how 
the surprise of finding him capable of a nobler source of 
action than she had supposed had lifted her up to a serene 
delight that sho had never before known. 

-He went on, after she had left him, in a curious con- 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


A CONFIDENCE. 145 


fusion of pleasure and dread, self-satisfuction and aspira- 
tion. Escott had often been persecuted, as he imagined, 
before ; but he had never been able to persuade himself 
that it was for righteousness sake. This time he was 
voluntarily suffering for doing a generous action; and 
Winny's honest faith and admiration had made him feel 
that he did not regret it. But at the same time he was 
quite conscious that the consequences would not be 
pleasant. If he had only been on terms of fuller confidence 
with his father, he might have come to him, and said 
simply, “ Father, I am in a scrape which I don’t deserve, 
but I cannot clear myself without implicating others.” We 
who know Colonel Armyn may be sure that he would 
never have said a word which could have implied the least 
suspicion of his son, or the least doubt of his word; and 
that he would have honoured and respected scott the 
more from that time forward. But Escott and his father 
had a barrier between them, which, if it were caused in 
part by Colonel Armyn’s mistakes in his son’s education, 
was kept up chiefly by Escott’s pride and self-will. If 
Escott had only chosen to look round and see his father at 
his side in his natural aspect, all would have been well; 
but Colonel Armyn’s shadow, thrown upon the clouds of 
his son’s misconception, loomed like a distorted Brocken- 
spectre, and was by no means like the original. 

. Escott walked into the house, opened the drawing-room 
door, where he beheld his grandmother sitting in her casy- 
chair by the window, with the long strip of coarse tapestry- 
work which she worked at the rate of ten stitches a-day. 
She greeted him warmly, for she was both fond and proud 
of her only grandson; and he was always much more 
kindly and respectful towards her than was Flora. Then 
he inquired where his father was, and at that same moment 
Colonel Armyn entered the room. When he perceived 
Escott he gave a little start of surprise, and said, ‘* Esccett | 
you here ?” 
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It was not a surprising grecting considering how unex- 
pectedly Escott had arrived, but it was on unfortunate 
one. Escott’s sensitive temper was roused, and instead of 
coming up to his father to shake hands with him, he stood 
whero } he was with a defiant look i i his eyes, and said, “I 
came ten minutes ago.’ 

“What has happened ? I thought term did not end 
for another fortnight.” 

“I am sent down, that is all,” said Escott, coolly. 

« Sent down ?” 

“ Sent down for a year.” 

« Will you come into my room and explain what you 
mean ?” said Colonel Armyn, in the tone of studied gentle- 
ness which he always forced himself to use when he was 
angry, and which had the effect of annoying his son more 
than if he had given vent to his feelings. 

He followed his futher into the barely-furnished library, 
with its three empty bookcases and one full one. When 
they were both standing there, facing one another on the 
hearth-rug, Colonel Armyn said, “ Now, Escott, what havo 
you been doing ?” 

« Nothing,” said Escott. 

« Then what have you been sent down for? Don't 
behave like a child, Escott.” 

« You asked what I had done, not what they had sent me 
down for,” said Escott. ‘‘They choose to say that I played 
a stupid trick on the Dean—you'll hear of it soon enough.” 

“Then why did you not clear yourself ? ? 

« I did not choose,” said Escott, nonchalantly. 

It must be owned that this style of communication of an 
unpleasant fact was not calculated to inspire Colonel Armyn 
with much sympathy for the sufferer. 

“Tam afraid you have let your temper get the upper 
hand again, Escott, and that that must bear some of the 
blame, But I am very sorry for this,—whether you are in 
fault or not, of course I cannot tell at present.” 
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“ Then I suppose my word is to be doubted?” said 
Escott, indignantly. 

Colonel Armyn looked at him, not for the moment under- 
standing whathe meant. He had referred only to Escott’s 
refusal to refute the accusation, not to his actual blame- 
worthiness in regard to the matter concerning which he had 
been rusticated. 

“ I said nothing of doubting your word, Escott,” he said 
gravely. “If you can’t control yourself, you had better 
go. Wo will talk of this later.” 

Escott marched sulkily out of the room, as he used to dc 
when he was a boy. Coionel Armyn walked to the window, 
and stood there uncasily, looking into the sunny garden. 

“ He used to be truthful at least. Has he lost even that 
now ? Poor boy! what can I do for him? I must wait, 
and hear more before I judge him ; but I fear his story is 
hardly probable. He must have had some reason for re- 
fusing to clear himself, if he could have done so—I fear no 
good one. He could hardly have let his temper carry him 
away to that length. Well, we must wait and see.” 

But the heavy sigh with which Colonel Armyn’s medita- 
tions closed, showed that his musings were not hopeful 
ones. 
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CHAPTER YI. 
INEQUALITIES. 


A gentle heart is tied with an easy thread.” 
G. HERBERT, 


* Hermione,” said Colonel Armyn, a few days later, “I 
am going to ask you todo mea favour. If you were not 
such an old friend, I should not dare.” 

“What can it be?” said Aunt Hermy, a little nervous, 
and alittle amused by this prelude. 

“I must go to Oxford to investigate this business of 
Escott’s, and I have disposed of Escott meanwhile, by 
sending him off to Switzerland for a month with Burnet, 
who is taking his holiday there. They start to-night, and 
I can trust Burnet to seo that the boy does not get into 

-~ mischief. Then I thought I should like to run down 
to Edinburgh to see my old comrade Macpherson, who is 
back from India now, and altogether I should be away for 
a fortnight. Mrs. Escott wants to go and see her son John 
down in Yorkshire, whom she has not seen for three years ; 
and altogether, I suppose we should be away for a fortnight: 
But I can’t inflict Flora on an old bachelor like Macpherson; 
and John Escott’s friends are not such’as I should choose 
for her; nor should I like to trust her by herself at tho 
Manor. Hermione, will you cut the Gordian knot for me, 
and take her in?”’ 

Hermione laughed. “Is that all, Hugh? Of course 
we will. The girls will be delighted to have her ;’”—this 
was a stretch of Aunt Hermy’s kindly imagination, since i! 
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Nest disliked any person, that person was Flora Armyn. 
“ But if you will excuse my saying so, I don’t like to hear 
you say you can’t trust her, poor girl! You should trust 
your children more, Hugh.” 

“ It is all very well for you, with those two nice little 
nieces of yours, Hermione. But it comes from the mis- 
fortune of their carly bringing-up, I suppose. I never 
quite know where I am with my two. I dare say it is my 
fault; I am not blaming them. But I should be all tho 
happier if you would not mind taking in Flora for that 
fortnight.” 

So the family arrangements were completed, and Flora 
came to stay at the Panelled House. She was not in quite 
as gracious a mood as might have been, for she was angry 
with her father for not having taken her to Edinburgh with 
him ; but no one could very long remain ill-tempered in 
Winny’s company, and as they very seldom received 
visitors at the Panelled House, they made much of Flora. 
She was shown into the most charming of little bedrooms, 
with white panelled walls, and curtains all over pink rosc- 
buds, and a view over the garden into the wooded valley 
below; and Winny flitted about her with strawberries and 
cream, and five o'clock ten, and all manner of dainties 
which did not exist 2t the Manor: Colonel Armyn having 
an old-fashioned, soldicrly idea of the value of asceticism, 
But since few young people value enforced asceticism, it is 
not generally found that they retain its habits for long 
together when the outward pressure is removed. 

She came on a Friday, and Edward Anderson, as his esta- 
blished custom was now, appeared at the Panelled House 
on the Saturday. He came down by an earlicr train than 
usual; and when he arrived at the house he found no one 
at home whom he had expected to see. The two aunts, 
Nest, and Winny were all gone to see a confirmation at 
Erconbury, and Flora had rather disconcerted their ar- 
rangements by declining to accompany them; for they did 
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not consider it hospitable to leave her alone. Howover, 
she graciously allowed them to do so, saying that she 
had letters to write; and in consequence, when Edward 
Anderson mado his appearance in the drawing-room, he 
perceived a very good-looking young lady, with magnifi 
cent chestnut hair, turning over music at the piano. In 
another moment he had recognised her as the girl with 
the wonderful yoice to whom Nest had introduced him 
two Sundays before. 

“I am sorry you only find an interloper here,” said 
Flora, rising. ‘Nest did not expect you so soon; she 
thought you were coming by tho next train.” 

“I am the interloper, I fear,” said Edward, always 
ready with the obvious thing to say. ‘‘Pray don’t let 
me disturb you.” 

And thus plunged into conversation, they went on 
and prospered very well. Flora could talk amusingly ; 
if not so thoughtfully as Nest, nor so merrily as Winny, 
at least more brilliantly than cither. Before long they 
wore quite upon confidential terms, and Flora had managed 
to convey to Mr. Anderson’s mind the idea that sho 
was a decidedly ill-used person. It must be said in 
extenuation that she thoroughly belicved it. As thus :— 

« Have you seen the Academy yct, Miss Armyn ?.” 

« No” (with a littlo sigh). ‘‘ I never go to London.” 

« Why not? Surely that is a great mistake.” 

“I wish that I could make papa think so.” Jt cetera, 
ct cetera. 

Again :— 

“I wonder that I have never met you, except that 
once after church, sinco you are so intimate with the 
Misses Williams.” i 
, “I am scarcely at all my own mistress,” said Flora, 
in a molancholy tone. ‘‘ Papa has such military notions 
of making us do particular things at particular times. But 
- oycry ono has a few things of that sort to put up with; 
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you must not think I am complaining,” sho added, with a 
very pretty smile. 

“I was quite right, and heis an old martinet after all,” 
said Edward to himself. ‘* What a horrid brute the man 
must be, though Nest does think him so charming.” 

At this stage in the conversation, wheels were heard on 
the gravelled drive, and soon afterwards the two aunts 
came into the room. They were somewhat surprised at 
secing Edward; and when Aunt Immy called out from 
the landing, in her loud voice, ‘ Nest, here is Edward 
come already,” Edward was a little nettled to hear Nest 
answer, in a pre-occupied tone, ‘‘ Please tell him I will 
come as soon as I can.” Edward, as a lord of the creation, 
thought that Nest ought to have left all her occupations, 
whatever they were, the moment that he arrived, to rush to 
meet him and to overwhelm him with tender inquiries about 
his health and well-being during the six days since they 
had last met. 

Meanwhile Nest was administering sal-volatile and 
camphor to Winny, who had been upset by a sudden fright 
in church, and had with difficulty held up until she had 
reached home, when she had collapsed entirely. Some of 
these merry, bright, highly-strung little creatures are very 
sensitive to a shock to the nerves; and Winny happened 
to have been sitting close to an Erconbury girl, whom she 
knew slightly, when a sudden cough made her look round, 
and she perceived Alice Deacon leaning against the book- 
rest, fainting and deadly pale, while a red stain on her 
handkerchief told that there was more mischief than a 
mere swoon. ‘The girl had always been consumptive, and 
had long been considered to be in a very precarious stato 
of health ; but she had not been too ill to come to the 
cathedral by herself, and none of her friends were near 
her to see after her. Winny had to lift her up, to call the 
verger’s attention to her, to accompany her out of tho 
church—-for the Misses Rivers and Nest were on the oppo- 
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site side, seats being scarce; and, finally, she had gathered 
from the doctor who had been called to her, that he con- 
sidered her to have little chance of recovery. Winny, 
though sho had her senses well about her at the time of 
need, had little left of them by the time she got home, and 
was now lying on her bed crying heartily. 

“Don’t, dear,” said Nest, soothingly.. ‘* Poor Miss 
Deacon is not likely to die at once, I should think; and 


- they will be so glad you were with her to help her out of 


the crowd.” 

«Oh, it isn’t that,” said Winny; “but it scems so 
dreadful to think that she will die. She is only as old as 
me, Nest; we used to play together at old Miss Brown's. 


-And now I can’t bear to think of her leaving the sunshine, 


and all the pleasant things there are in the world, and 
dying out of it, going away from all.” 

“But, Winny dear,” -said Nest, a little shocked, ‘she 
can’t go out of God's sight, you know, though she can out 
of ours.” Š 
© Oh, I know that,” said Winny; ‘but I think I am 
something like the girl in that story of yours, Nest, who 
was in bondage to the dread of the Mist King. Sometimes, 
when it comes over me that some day I shall have to dic 


myself, it seems too dreadful to believe. It’s not that I 


am afraid of what might come afterwards—it’s the fact of 
having to die that is so horrible. I’m sure that if I had 
been an early Christian, they might have made me say or 
do anything they liked by threatening to kill me.” 

Nest said nothing. She was at all times slow in collect- 
ing her thoughts sufliciently to speak, when the subject 
was an important one. 

“I always hated hearing of anything dying,” went on 
Winny, more in her usual voice. ‘‘ When little Tommy 
Fisher died, and his mother wanted me to go and sce him, 
I ran right away out of the house. I know it’s very 
stupid, Nest, and it’s not because poor Alice Deacon was 
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anybody I cared for that I mind so much; but it seems so 
awful, when she is only just as old as Tam! Only fancy 
what it would be if it were one’s self!” Winny shuddered, 
and hid her face on the pillow. 

‘© You know,” said Nest, in her low tone, “it says that 
Ife came to deliver them, who through fear of death were 
all their lifetime subject to bondage.” 

“ Say that again,” said Winny. And Nest repeated it; 
nothing else. She left the comforting words to drop into 
Winny’s mind, and remained silent. 

Suddenly Winny’s usual considerateness for others 
returned to her. ‘‘My dear Nest,” she said, springing 
up, “I quite forgot that you have not seen Edward yet. ` 
Do go down, and never mind me. I have only got a 
little headache left now, and shall be ali right soon.” 

So Nest went down; but, spito of her efforts, her 
thoughts would stray to Winny’s strange, almost morbid 
dread of anything connected with death, and perhaps she 
was a little pre-occupicd still, while she walked in the 
shady garden-path with Edward. When she came in, she 
was astonished to see Winny sitting with Flora, a little 
pale and heavy-cyed, but laughing and chattering as brightly 
and merrily as ever. 

“ By-the-bye, Nest,” said Edward, ‘ there is something 
in this week’s Rambler that will interest you, I think. 
And he took the white roll from his pocket, unfolded it, 
and pointed out to Nest a poem signed “ N. C. W.” 

She gave a little exclamation of pleasure: 

«So you haye got it in.” 

‘Yes. I thought you would like to see it.” 

There was a chorus of What is it?” “Do show it 
us!” 

“If we may all adjourn under the beech-tree, I will read 
it with pleasure, if Nest does not mind.” 

“OQ no!” said Nest, who had no self-consciousness ; 
‘JT shall like to hear how it sounds.” 
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When, therefore, the ladies were all settled in the 
garden with their work, Edward read tho following little 


poem :— 


& Over the moor drives the bitter snow, 
But Ygglund cave hath a burning glow, 


Esbern, the king’s son, rideth by, 
He seeth the fair witch-maiden nigh, 


t Tce on the Jake, and snow on the land, 
Sweet is the warmth of a burning brand,’ 


He enter’d in where the firebrands blazed, 
And her beauty there he beheld amazed, 


t Say, fair youth, whence thou dost spring? 
‘I am Esbern, the son of the king.’ 


‘Who gave thee that sword that hangs by thy side? 
‘My brother, Einar of Lindisweid.’ 


‘Who gave thee that scarf that crosses thy breast ?? 
t My mother, Swanhild of Swannenest,’ 


"Who gave thee that ring of the gold so red?” 
‘Thora, my love, whom I ride to wed!’ 


She fill’d him a horn of the red, red gold, 
Full to the brim as it might hold, 


The first time he lifted its end on high, 
He forgot the earth, and forgot the sky. 


The second time from his spirit fell 
The hope of heaven, and the fear of hell, 


The third time he drain’d that horn of dole, 
The thought of his love pass'd out of his soul, 


Then close, with an evil smile, she came— 
‘Tell me again, I pray, thy name? 


* What is the race whence thou dost spring ? 
Who gave thee that scarf and sword and nng ?? 


He look’d at her with a troubled face— 
tI have no name, I have no place: 


‘The scarf and sword and ring that I wear, 
T know not how thcy caine to be there.’ 
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“And yet but now,’ with a smile she said, 
* Thora, thy love, thou didst ride to wed.’ 


£ Thora, my love; and who is she? 
None love I in carth or heaven save thee ! 


He kiss’d her red lips o'er and o’er— 
t Mine! mine!’ she said, ‘for evermore!’ 


Home came Esbern’s horse thro’ the snow s 
Home came Esbern nevermo’. 


For the witch-maiden hath laid him deep 
In Ygglund cave in a charmid sleep. 


But when the Ygglund church-bells ring, 
And loud the vested choir-boys sing, 


The sleeper may not the sound abide, 
But groans and turns to the other side, 


And when sweet Thora comes to pray, 
That her love may have bliss on the Judgment Day 


He wrings his hands in his charmtd sleep ; 
But he cannot wake, he can only weep.” 


“I hate it, Nest,” said Winny, vehemently. ‘* Why 
did you make it end so ill?” 

« Thora did save him,” said Nest; ‘but I suppose the 
Rambler did not think the second part good enough to 
put in.” 

“ That was my doing,” said Edward. ‘‘I thought it so 
much more complete as it was.” 

“I am sorry,” said Nest quietly, and said no more at 
the time; but a little later, when the others were talking, 
she said, not petulantly, but meditatively. ‘If you had 
only told me you did not think the second part good 
enough, Edward, I would not have sent any of it. I don't 
think it is right to convey such an idea of hopelessness as 
the first part gives by itself with regard to anything.” 

« My dear Nest,” said Edward, “‘ don’t you see that it 
is the very hopelessness which is the charm of it?” 

“ But,” said Nest, in her simple, slow voice, ‘‘ I wrota 
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it with the idea of the saving power of love; and that docs . 
not convey my meaning at all.” 

‘© You have not outgrown the Philistine theory that every- 
thing should have a moral,’’ said Edward, laughing; then, 
thinking her vanity was hurt, he added, ‘ But as it stands, 
it is very eflective, Nest. I wish I could write such things 
myself.” 

There was a little cffort about this compliment which 
bewildered Nest, though she had not Winny’s clear insight, 
which would have enabled her at once to perceive the 
divergence between their views. Sho did not sce that 
Edward wished to salve over the wounded vanity which he 
imputed to her, and only wondered that, he did not undor- 
stand her meaning better. It was not the first time that 
she had been conscious of this inability on his side to 
enter into her views, but with the unquestioning loyalty of 
her nature, she attributed the fault to herself. 

When Flora found an opportunity of a private talk with 
Edward that evening, she began—‘‘ What a pretty little 
poem that was of Nest’ s! But do you know, I think you 
were qnite right to let it end there, Mr. Anderson; I am 
sure it would have spoilt it to go on with it. Authors are 
not always the best judges, even when they are so clever as 
Nest, are they ? ” 

Edward made some little response, and Flora went on, 
‘tT do so envy Nest het cleverness. It quite makes up for 
her dreaminess, which is only a charm in her, is it not, 


- Mr. Anderson, whatever it might be in some people ? ” 


“ Tt is a pleasure to me, “of course, to see how all Nost’'s 
friends value her,” said Mr. Anderson. 

« Sh, but if you want to hear her praises sung, you 
must go to my father. He thinks her perfection, and is 
always exhorting me to be like her—which I could not be, 
however much T tried.” ‘ 

“Tt would be a pity for you to change, I think,” suid 
Edward; ‘ individuality is a great gift.” 
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“I like your friend extremely,” he said warmly to Nest 
in their next (éte-d-téte conversation ; ‘but I am sure it is 
as I suspected. Her father must be an old martinet; she 
seems so much to enjoy the relief of being here without 
him.”’ 

“ Then it is her fault,” said Nest, indignantly; ‘Colonel 
Armyn is one of the best and noblest men who ever lived, 
and if she can’t appreciate him, she has no business to go 
about the world saying so.” 

“ What an explosion I have drawn down on my inno- 
cent head!” said Edward, shrugging his shoulders and 
laughing. Nest laughed too, and said, “But really I 
can’t have your mind poisoned by Flora against my dear 
Colonel Armyn. Promise me that you won’t believe her, 
Edward; she is prejudiced.” 

«I will believe everything you wish,” said Edward, in 
a tone of mock humility; but in his heart he thought, 
“Thank you, my little lady, but in this case I prefer 
judging for myself. Who would have given my good, vir- 
tuous little Nest credit for jealousy? But women are all 
alike ; they can’t bear cach other to be praised.” 

And men, Mr. Edward Anderson, never misunderstand 
women so much as when they generalise concerning them: 
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CHAPTER V1. 
COMING EVENTS. 


“T left such things to bolder girls, 
Olivia or Clotilda. Nay, 
When that Clotilda, through her cnrls, 
Held both thine eyes in hers one day, 
I maryell’d, let me say.” 
Mrs. BROWNING. 


Coronen Aruyn’s fortnight had reached three weeks; bui 
at last he was really coming home, much to Winny's joy. 
_ The keen-witted little thing had acquired a suspicion which 
made her very unhappy, but which sho could not shake 
off. She could not help thinking that there was more in 
the little flirtation between Flora and Edward Anderson 
than met the eye, and plenty of little circumstances, unno- 
ticed by any one celse, confirmed her in the surmise. Still 
it was only surmise, not proof, and she had no actual 
reason for yonturing to disturb Nest’s happy serenity in 
her love and trust in her lover. She tried hard to put 
the idea out of her head, but it would return; and even- 
tually she was quite thankful to get Flora out of the house, 
trusting that out of sight would be out of mind. Onco she 
tried to open Aunt Hermy’s mind to the suggestion, but 
found herself most decidedly in the wrong box for so 
doing. 
«Vinny, you should not repeat such suspicions, if you 
are so unfortunate as to have them come into your mind,” 
said Aunt Hermy, very quietly and, for her, severely. 
«“ Nost is perfectly satisfied, and it is not tho right thing 
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for a girl like you to trump up stories, and then try to 
persuade yourself that they are true. No, I will not hear 
another syllable on the subject! I am quito ashamed of 
you!” z 

So Winny had to retire baflled; and when Flora was 
once out of the way, she almost persuaded herself that 
she had been fanciful and mischief-making, and that Nest 
must know her own affairs best. Certainly, she took all 
Edwarđd’s little attentions to Flora as serenely as possible, 
for Nest had no jealousy in ner nature, and considered 
that Edward was only identifying himself with their house- 
hold, and treating Flora with the civility due to a visitor— 
for she had most conscientious views of the duties of 
hospitality. Nevertheless, even Nest felt a little hurt on 
one occasion, when’ she had a toothache, and could not go 
cut one evening, to watch Edward and Flora walking up 
and down the gravel-walk for nearly an hour, while she 
was alone. She put it down to Flora; and laughed to 
Winny afterwards about their visitor being so fond of any- 
thing that wore a coat, that she would even have preferred 
a stick to nobody, as their old nurse used to say. 

“A stick, or some one else’s property,” said Winny, 
who was rather cross. 

« Never mind, I am not jealous,” said Nest. 

“You ought to be,” the younger sister thought, if she 
did not say. 

When Colonel Armyn came to fetch his daughter he 
had an interview with Aunt Hermy and Nest in the draw- 
ing-room. Winny and Flora were out with Aunt Immy, 
and thus his two favourites in the family were the only 
ones in the way. 

«I wish I could satisfy myself about Escott,” said he, 
in the course of conversation. 

Nest looked up eagerly, remembering Winny’s midnight 
confidence. 

“There seems to be so little reason for his acting as he 
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has done, except upon tho supposition that he did it, and 
was not hardened enough in deceit to deny it boldly,” 
said his father. 

“ What was it?” asked Aunt Hermy. 

« An impertinent, ungentlemanly practical joke, perpe- 
trated on the Dean of St. Wilfrid’s. I would sooner drop 
the particulars. The less they aro discussed, and the 
sooner they aro forgotten—if ever—the better for Escott.” 

Colonel Armyn’s face could not have looked moro 
stern when he stood in the midst of his mutinous Sepoys 
in 57. : j 
“ His tutor—Spencer—has told me all about it, at least 
as far as he knows. It scems that there are two men in 
the scrape; but the other positively denied that he had 
anything to do with it; and of course you cannot convict 
a man of a falsehood without proof, of which there was 
none. ‘Then Escott seems to have denied the charge, then 
half admitted it, then denied it again, and altogether to 
havo given them the impression of a man who had not the 
strength of mind to bear the blame he deserved, while he 
. could not reconcilé it to his conscience to throw it upon 
any one clso. I am afraid that it is too like poor 
Escott! ”? : 

“But I thought he positively denied it to you,’ 
Miss Rivers. 

“He did; but rather as if he were sticking to an asser- 
tion once made, than as if he were stating a matter of fact. 
He flared up at the first moment, too, and charged me 
-= with doubting his word, which I had not done till his 
manner then roused my suspicion. Poor fellow! I did 
hope he was reasonable, but he seems even to have lost 
that. Besides,-Hermione, I found there were other relics 
of him at Oxford, in the shape of three hundred pounds’ 
worth of debt.” 

Aunt Hermy looked thoroughly horrified now. She 
had been a little inclined to take his part before, thinking 


said 
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his father rather needlessly credulous of his guilt; but 
this changed her views. ‘ Three hundred pounds!” she 
said. ‘* My dear Hugh, what will you do with him?” 

“I hardly know. I shall not let him go back to Oxford ; 
it is a hot-bed of temptation for a lad like him. He has 
something of a fancy for the army, but I shall not let 
him go in unless he likes to try for the Engincers or Artil- 
lory, where he will have to work. I rather think of keep- 
ing him under my own eye for a while; I could coach him 
myself for tho Artillery, perhaps. He has a fancy that 
way, and though he is rather old I might get him into 
Woolwich yet.” 

“Would not that be a trial for both of you?” asked 
Aunt Hermy. i 

«I cannot say whether it would be worse than any other 
course I could take. At least, I should have the satis- 
faction of not shirking my responsibility, as I fecl tempted 
to do every hour of the day, when I think of it. Her- 
mionc, you need not say anything to dissuade me. I know 
I have mismanaged everything with regard to those poor 
children; but yet I could not feel happy if I did not go on 
with it, trying to do my best!” 

Edward's next visit, to which Nest had looked forward 
asa period of supreme happiness—since Flora would bo 
away, and Nest, though by no means jealous, preferred her 
room to her company—proved a failure. He seemed low 
in spirits, and a little irritable, and Nest was afraid he was 
ill. She tried to get Winny to share her anxieties, but 
Winny for once was more occupied with her own troubles, 
or rather Escott’s, than her sister’s; and certainly the 
idea of Edward’s suffermg from a headache was not so 
aflicting to Winny as to tender-hearted Nest. Indeed, for 
once, the younger sister was quite vindictive, and muttered 
to herself, ‘‘ Serve him right!” 

Winny was altogether distraite and ill at ease on the 
afternoon when Escott was expected home from Switzer- 
ar 
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land. Nest had not repeated to her what Colonel Armyn 
had said, for sho was scrupulously careful about repeating 
conversations to other ears besides those for which they 
wero originally meant ; but the keen-witted little creaturo 
had somehow found out that Escott was to be held as 
guilty, and she found her pledge of silence harder to keep 
than she had anticipated. She dreaded his first meeting 
with his father more, perhaps, than he dreaded it himself. 
Escott was of that temper which finds a satisfaction in do- 
fiance, more especially when, as he now persuaded himself, 
he was defiant in a good cause. Winny only wished hir 
to be conciliatory, and would have given anything to have 
a talk with him first, to try to persuade’ him that if ha 
refused his confidence to his father, he must face the con 
sequences with a good grace; but she could not with a 
clear conscience write him a clandestine note, or appoint a 
clandestine meeting, evon for so good an object as this ; 
and sho was too clear-sighted to imagine that the end 
justifies the means. 

Her fears were abundantly justified. Escott made his 
appearance half-an-hour later than he was expected, 
walked coolly into the garden—where his father was sitting 
under a tree, reading the paper to Mrs. Escott, ns he 
always did after dinner, because Flora said it hurt her 
throat—shook hands with his relatives, remarked that it 
had been uncommonly hot in Switzerland, and altogether 
behayed so much less like a returned prodigal than his 
father somehow had hoped, that the Colonel grew sterner 
and graver every minute, and it was a desperate relief to 
the whole party when he said, ‘‘ When you have had 


something to eat, Escott, I shall be glad if you will come 


to me in my study.” 
- Escott, who, like his father, never liked to delay what 


“was disagreeable, but was always inclined tu get it over as 


soon as possible, hastily swallowed a glass of sherry and a 
biscuit, and appeared in his father's room, as defiant in 
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face, and as uneasy in heart, as when he had come there a 
month ago. 

“ Escott,” said his father, clearing his throat, ‘‘I have 
been making inquiries at Oxford, and I am sorry that I do 
not find them satisfactory.” 

“I am sorry for it,” said Escott coolly, as if the matter 
were one which had no concern for him. 

“Iam afraid you have not been straightforward about 
this unfortunate question,” said his father; “at least such 
I am given to understand by Mr. Spencer was the impres- 
sion you left upon him.” 

“No doubt he is admirably qualified to judge,” said 
Escott. : 

“Escott!” said his father sternly, ‘*I can’t stand this 
fencing with words. If you have anything to say upon 
this subject, say it and have done with it.” 

“ I have already said all I have any intention of saying,” 
said Escott. ‘If you don’t believe my word sh 

Colonel Armyn could not truthfully say that he did. 
His habitually low estimate of his son, increased, if not 
occasioned by Escott’s repellant reserve, had been de- 
pressed yet lower by the Oxford charge ; and the undeniable 
extravagance of which Escott had been guilty, though it 
had nothing to do with the accusation brought against 
him, weighed down the balance farther still, as such things 
are wont to do in illogical human minds. By which I do 
not mean to imply that Colonel Armyn was more illogical 
than most people, but merely that he was not less so. 

“Do you mean that you refuse to believe my word, 
sir?” reiterated Escott, raising his voice. 

“I do not remember your giving me your word. How- 
ever, if you give me a distinct denial, I shall have no other 
course open but to believe you.” 

“I intend to say no more than I have said already,” 
said Escott, very indignantly. ‘If you don’t choose to 
believe what I have said, I can’t expect you to believe 

Mu 2 
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what I am going to say now. Good henvens! do you 
think I am going to stand being treated in this way ? Iam 
not a child, and though you have it in your power to tie 
up your purse-strings and cut off my allowance, you shall 
find that I will not sacrifice my independence for that.” 

The more angry Escott became, the quieter grew his 
father. The colour that mounted into Colonel Armyn’s 
cheek and the clenching of his hand on tho table showed 
that he was not unmoved ; but he merely said, in his usual 
gentle voice, with a little pitying inflection in it which had 
always been the most powerful irritant to his son’s temper. 
“ Hush, Escott; you need not get into such a rage. I 
wish to have a little quict conversation, not to irritate you. 
I blame myself quite as much as you, for sending you to 
Oxford so unprepared for the temptations you would havo 
to meet there.” 

« And what have I done?” said Escott impetuously, 
forgetting the debts, which in his case had mounted up 
more from carelessness about money than from self-indul- 
gence in luxuries, and remembering many times when 
these very temptations of which his father spoke had been 
combated, not’ unsuccessfully, by the aid of the remem- 
brance of Winny. 

« Putting this matter out of the question, can you deny 
that you are three hundred pounds in debt?” said his 
father. 

Escott had not realised that tho whole of his debts 
amounted to so much, and stood silent and confused, but 
none the less angry. 

«Tt is the old story,” said Colonel Armyn: “‘ the way 
all the Escotts have gone, one after another. You can’t 
say that I did not warn you, my poor boy.” 

. “I don’t wish for your pity, thank you, sir,” said Escott 
bitterly. “I intend to pay my debts honourably—you 
necd not fear. What a pity you christened me Escott, 
since you haye such an avorsion to the family.” 
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« No insolence, if you please,” said the Colonel, roused 
to a sudden soldierly dignity which was not without effect 
on his son. ‘I do not intend to expose you to any more 
of such temptations. Iwill pay your debts, but I shall not 
send you to Oxford again at the end of your year. I pro- 
pose that you should spend your time in studying for the 
Artillery with me for some little while : afterwards ——” 

Escott had been dumbfounded during the time in which 
his father had said the last twenty words; then his eyes 
blazed, he gave vent to an angry imprecation, and then, 
like Naaman, he ‘‘ turned and went away in a rage,” more 
furious than he had ever been before. 

The fact of the beginning of his troubles being unde- 
served suffering, voluntarily endured for another, did not 
save him now. Strength of will and generosity will not 
make up for the want of humility and submission: and 
when Escott went wrong at this crisis of his history, it 
even seemed as if this act of nobleness had made him a 
worse man. Of course it was not so in reality; every 
good deed, as we know, is but a step to a higher; but if 
that higher is refused, the fall is all the deeper from it. 
And so, for the present, we leave him, a prey to the demon 
of wrath and discontent, driven out for a season by 
Winny’s sweet influence, but returned in sevenfold power 
to the empty chamber of his heart. Poor Escott little 
knew what he was harbouring, or what future he was pre- 
paring for himself. 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


166 


CHAPTER VIII. 
BISHOP MORNINGTON’S OHAPEL. 


“ At last I got unto the gladsome hill, 
Where lay my hope, > 
Where lay my heart; and climbing still, 
When I had gain’d the brow and top, 
A lake of brackish water on the ground 
Was all I found.” 
G. HERBERT, 


“« Arg you going into tho town so carly, Nest?” said 
Winny ono day about a month later, in the beginning of. 
the harvest. 

‘Yes: I want to get through my shopping, and have 
the cathedral service afterwards as a treat,” said Nest. 
«I shall manage it nicely as it is, I think.” 

« Aunt Hermy wants something, I know,” said Winny : 
‘wait a little while, and I will find out what.” And sho 
flew ont of the room, while Nest took up a volume of Ten- 
nyson, and was quite lost in it by the time Winny came 
back armed with sundry commissions for her. 

« A new flower-vase for the best room, because Edward 
is coming on Saturday. There, Nest, you will do that 
with all your heart, won’t you? Iwill pick a bunch of 


` Gloire de Dijon roses to put in it, to hail him back after 


his long absence.” 

‘Tt will be very nice to sce him again,” said Nest. 
« A whole month next Saturday since he has been here!” 

« You take the scarcity of his letters very calmly, at any 
rate,” said Winny, making a sort of tentative thrust. 
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« Of course I do,” said Nest lookirg up. ‘If you trust 
people you don’t get angry because they happen to be too 
busy to write to you. That is what I hope you will know 
soon, dear Winny.” 

“O Nest, I know it’s very horrid and wretched of mo 
to teaso you,” said Winny, repentantly ; ‘but I couldn't 
help it then for the life of me. Now go off, there ’s a dear, 
or you'll never get to the cathedral before five.” 

And Nest went obediently, looking as fresh and cool as 
n white violet in her cotton dress and shady hat. Winny 
watched her until she turned into the lane and out of sight, 
and then all the brightness went out of her face, and she 
leaned her head upon her hands. Her thoughts were 
something like this: she did not speak them, for people 
never do soliloquise in real life; and then she was hardly 
conscious enough to be said to say them to herself :— 

“I wish I knew how to sct things right! They are all 
going wrong. I know something is wrong with Nest and 
Edward, though she won’t believe it; and I know every- 
thing is wrong with Escott and me. How pleased I was 
when he told me about his’Oxford scrape, and he really 
was very good about it. I hoped he was always going to 
be good after it; and yet I am afraid—I am afraid he has 
not been. O Escott, if you knew how I think of you all 
day long, I know you would try to be good for my sake ! 

“ How odd it is how one changes! Once I thought it the 
very worst thing that could happen if anybody I cared for 
was unhappy, and now I really think I should not care sa 
much to hear that he was unhappy, if I could be sure he 
was trying to be good! Oh, I wish I could do anything 
to help him! I really don’t think I should care twopence 
what happened to me if I could do him any good! What 
nonsense it is for me to think of doing anybody any 
good, silly little, frivolous, good-for-nothing thing as I am,” 
continued Winny, with a sudden revulsion of feeling. 
‘‘Escott thinks I do, but that is only his fondness for me. 
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If I were Nest, it would be different altogether. Oh, how 
horrid everything is, and I am the most horrid of all t? 

And here poor little Winny laid her head on the window- 
sill, and cried. The world was very puzzling to her; she 
saw so many things wrong that she wanted to set right, 
and instead of setting them right she found herself feeble 
and powerless, and indeed needing a thorough setting to 
rights herself. The first time that this consciousness comes 
to us it is very bitter. After a while we learn to assimilate 
it to the other ideas in our minds, and no doubt, when 
so assimilated, it is 2 most wholesome tonic; but never- 
theless it does but add to our perplexitics, not solve them, 
for a long time. Winny was quite conscious of her faults ; 
‘she did not look upon herself as by any means perfect, 
and, indeed, though few girls ever were more love-worthy 
—if one may use an old word—it was no fancy of hers that 
faults she had. Perhaps her friends loved her the better 
for her faults—such things have been—but that did not 
prevent her from aspiring to their conquest. It might 
have comforted her had she known that the very perplexi- 
ties which made her so unhappy and showed her own 
needs so plainly, were part of her appointed discipline and 
upward progress. The soul that came to Undine brought 
sorrow with it; and so did that which was developing in 
silly little Winny. 

Meanwhile Nest, with her steady step and peaceful 
mind, was walking along the road which led to Erconbury. 
She heard her own name called, when about half-a-mile 
from Lyke, and, looking round, she perceived Coionel 
Armyn. 

« You trip along so quickly, I could hardly overtake 
you, Nest,” he said, with a smile. ‘I am going down to 
Morton’s about some volunteer business, so I thought that 
if our roads lay the samo way we might go together.” 
“Certainly,” said Nest, looking pleased. She always 
enjoyed a walk with her old friend, 
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Colonel Armyn respected women too much to pay them 
sompliments; but his glance was unspoken praise of Nest’s 
appearance, had she had eyes to see it. He entered into 
conversation with her, asked her of her future plans, and 
spoke kindly of Edward Anderson and his prospects. And 
then, at last, he came to the subject nearest his own heart 
—his son Escoit. 

“I wish with all my heart,” he said, as they passed a 
smart-looking stucco villa, “ that that man had come any- 
where else but here! Iam afraid now that he has got 
hold of Escott.” 

“ Mr. Algernon Smith ? ” said Nest. 

“« Yes. I have given Escott my views on the subject 
long ago; and if he were younger I should flatly forbid 
him to have anything to do with that man, and tell him 
that he must leave my house at once if he did. But I 
dare not now, for he would simply say ‘ Very well,’ and 
walk off at once; and I should have no control over him 
at all.” 

“Yes,” said Nest, considcringly ; ‘no doubt that would 
not do. But do you think that he will necessarily do 
Escott so much harm ?” 

“I do indeed,” said Colonel Armyn, with a sigh. ‘ But 
I ought not to troublo your happy young life with my old 
anxieties, Nest.’’. : 

« Please don’t say that. I am always so proud when 
you will talk to me, and don’t think me too young. And 
besides, what is the good of being happy, if it is to make 
one shut one’s eyes to the troubles of one’s friends ?” 

Nest looked so bright, so happy, so radiant, as she 
spoke, that Colonel Armyn was involuntarily reminded of 
the vision of his boyhood, Cordelia Rivers. It was the 
last time that he ever saw Nest with that young look of 
untroubled happiness, and perhaps for that very reason it 
impressed him the more, and remained imprinted as an 
image in his memory. 
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Sucn they separated, Colonel Armyn to his business, 
Nest to her shopping. When she looked back upon that 
day afterwards, it was long before Nest could bear to 
endure the remembrance of those last few hours in which 
she was unconscious of the great blow that was about to 
fall upon her. Long afterwards, when the blow itself had 
spent its force, and the moss was green on the grave ot 
her sorrow, Nest came across a little roll of figured chintz, 
which had been the object of one of her commissions that 
day, and the sight of it made her shiver and turn sick, as 
if it had all happened but yesterday. 

She finished all that she had had to do, and found that 
there was still half-an-hour to spare before the cathedral 
service. The day was hot, and the long nave of the cathedral 
was dark and cool; and to Nest it was pure enjoyment to 
pace slowly along the quiet aisles, and look at the old 
tombs which lined the wall, dreaming about the histories 
of the men and women who lay there, and trying to realise 
what if would be like when her name, and Edward’s, and 
Winny’s, would likewise be merely names, and their per- 
sonality faded entirely out of the world. 

In a little side chapel, known as Bishop Mornington’s, 


~ Nest heard low voices as she walked on, and thinking that 


the verger was there, she bent her steps thitherwards, in 
order to -ask him for the key of the Lady Chapel, which 
was usually kept locked. She walked up to the archway, 
expecting to see only the small, thin face of the verger, 
with his complacent smile, descanting as usual, in language 
whose eloquence was only marred by its guililessness. of 
aspirates, upon the beauties of the cathedral, to an admir- 
ing audience of stranger ladies or country clergy. Instead 


_ of which, when she came near the entrance, she heard a 


man’s voice and a woman’s in eager conversation, and both 
voices scemed painfully familiar to her car, though in her 
simplicity she thought, ‘‘ How foolish it would be to judge 


of a voice without seeing the person it belonged to. That 
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- voice sounds so like Edward's, and the girl's is not unlike 
Flora’s. I must go up and see who the people are.” 

She looked into the little chapel, but Bishop Mornington’s 
tomb stood between her and the persons she wished to 
see; and while she waited, she heard a man’s voice say 
again, in a tone of repressed eagerness, ‘ Flora, you know 
you are unreasonable. I promise you that I will break it 
off with her the very first opportunity I have.” 

All the colour in Nesi’s face left it, and a mist swam 
before her eyes at the stab of the sudden conyiction which 
then for the first time entered her heart. She walked 
slowly along the length of Bishop Mornington’s tomb, sup- 
porting herself by the iron rail which feuced it off. The 
speakers were silent as they heard her footsteps, and the 
rustle of her dress, nearing them. Suddenly she turncd 
round the corner of the tomb, and came upon Edward 
Anderson and Flora Armyn. 

No one spoke for a minute. Flora and Edward agreed 
afterwards that Nest looked like a ghost rather than like 
herself, as she stood with one hand on the monument, 
stared from one to the other, and tried to speak the words 
which her parched throat would not utter. The amaze- 
ment of her sudden appearance, and her own surprise, and 
want of preparation, took awey all the presence of mind 
which at another time Edward might have used to feign 
an excuse. 

At last the power of speech came to Nest. She made 
no reproaches, she asked no questions ; she only said ina 
hoarse voice, “I beg your pardon for disiurbing you,” 
turned round, and walked away again, as swiftly as her 
trembling limbs would carry her. Into the nave, up the 
steps, into the darkest corner of the choir, in the shadow 
behind the pulpit. No one cver came there on a weekday, 

~ nor indeed ever, except when every nook in the cathedral 
was crammed with the audience of a great sermon or a 
special service. Nest went in and crouched in a corner. 
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half kneeling, half leaning against the wooden partition of 
the stall. Sho did not cry, for no tears would come ; but 
she gasped out in half-articulate whispers, well knowing that 
none would hear her, ‘ How could he, how could he, when 
he knew how I loved him ?” ` 

Nest had had a happy life hitherto. She had known no 
sorrow but such as soon passed away ; now, for the first 
time, she knew what a real trouble was. She felt now, 
though not consciously, for the only consciousness she felt 
was the consciousness of suffering, the soreness of a bruised 
heart, wounded too deeply for anger. She crouched in the 
corner still, though the service had begun, and the sweet 
measured voices broke the silence of the great building. 
She could not join in the service, poor child; she could 
only pray half articulately petitions which were not to be 
found in the Prayer-book at all. It seemed to her as if a 
great gulf had opened beside her, and that all the love and 
pleasure of her life had been left behind on the other side, 
and that she was in a dry desert, forgotten of every one, 
even of God, with no way to turn. When a great shock 
comes to a person of Nest's quict confiding temperament, 
and human loye is found not to be infallible, it is like an 
earthquake on a sunny day in one of those fair cities in 
South America. Behind them is the Garden of Eden, be 
fore them a desolate waste. 

So it was, until the deep notes of the organ rolled out a 
prelude to the anthem, which that day happened to be 
Westley’s ‘‘ The Wilderness.” Nest knew the music well, 
and had loved it long; as what anthem frequenter does 
not? But now, for the first time, she felt the full power 
of its music upon her soul. Surely, if ever music was 
written to enhance the full power of comforting words, that 
anthem is the music. 

The wilderness and the solitary place, shall be glad for 


them, shall be glad for them.” 
Nest lifted up her face a little, like one faint, who feele 
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a cool breeze. She listened. Then came the quartett, with 
its counterpoint taking up the melody, like a trickling brook. 

“TFor in the wilderness shall waters break out, and 
streams in the desert.” 

It was like the sound of a friend’s voice in the strange 
country where Nest now found herself. She felt the weight 
gradually lifting off her heart as she heard it; and by de- 
grees the power of tears came back, and relieved her. She 
cried silently all through the great crashing chorus which 
follows ; it did not move her heart, but it gave her time to 
recover herself. And then, after 2 moment’s pause, began 
the beautiful quartett at the end. 

“ And sorrow and sighing shall flee, shall flee away.” 

It was not possible that Nest, within an hour after her 
first great shock, should realise the words dispassionately. 
Perhaps they would have borne no meaning to her just 
then, had she heard them spoken; but ihe power of the 
music was behind them, and brought a message of comfort 
such as she sorely needed, poor child! Not utterly for- 
saken, not utterly forgotten ; crushed, but not broken, the 
power of reason began to reassert itself, and Nest, her brain 
relieved by the tears, and brought back to herself by the 
music, gathered her thoughts like one recovering conscious- 
ness after a swoon. ‘Though she felt weak and stiff, as if 
it had been her body that had been hurt, she stood up at 
the end of the service, and walked with slow steps into the 
nave, where she sat down. She felt that she must have a 
longer rest before she could walk the two miles which lay 
between her and home. 

But with the awakening of her mentai power a sore 
struggle came upon Nest. She was not inclined to give up 
her love without a conflict. ‘‘ He was mine first, before 
Flora took him from me,” she said, rebelliously ; ‘why 
should I give him up to her? I know Colonel Armyn 
would never lct her marry kim if he knew how sho has 
behaved ; and then, if he did not see her, he might come 
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to caro for me again. I know he would! He cared for 
me first ; it is only that Flora has bewitched him, so that 
he forgets me when she is there. I will tell Colonel Armyn. 
I know he will take my part, if no one else will. It was 
all her doing, I know, not Edward's; he could not have 
been so false and so cruel. And what have I done to 
deserve it? Have I not always trusted hin? Yes, I will 
tell Colonel Armyn, and he will see me righted.” 

But cyen at the same time Nest felt another voice in her 
heart, hushing the angry tumult of her passion. ‘* Hush! 
you have been wronged, but it is not always right or wise 
to insist on the trumpeting of your wrongs. Suppose 
Edward does Jove Flora and not you ?” 

And then Nest, with the new light that the present 

throws upon the past, recalled words, looks, and tones, 
little things that might have bewildered her mind and 
raised her suspicions, had she not been so unsuspectingly 
credulous. Perhaps it was true. Perhaps Edward loved 
Flora better than her. No doubt it was her fault; sho 
could not be worthy of his love if she had lost it; but no 
hasty step on her part should visit it upon him. She 
would wait before she decided what to do. And, first of 
all, she must rouse herself to get home, or they would be 
uneasy about her. Nest rose and walked wearily ont 
-of the cathedral, through the narrow, old-fashioned streets, 
past the houses, up into the Lyke road; slowly, for she 
was very tired, almost too tired to think. She seemed to 
haye grown years older in the last two hours. Happily 
for her the heat of the day was over, and a cool breezo 
- had sprung up, and the clear evening sunlight and gleam- 
ing river brought to her something of the same sensation 
that she had felt during the anthem in the cathedral. 
There was a haven of peace somewhere, though she was 
still tossed about on the stormy sea of suffering and 
perplexity, and cyen that conviction was like an anchor to 
poor Nest’s troubled heart. | 
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She went to bed as soon as she got back, alleging a 
headache as the cause, and not untruly. Aunt Hermy 
was alarmed lest she should have had a sunstroke, and 
insisted on bathing her forchead with vinegar; but Nest 
was thankful when she was left alone. She lay awake 
the greater part of tho night, thinking ; towards morning 
she fell into a heavy sleep and forgot her troubles for the 
time. 
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CHAPTER IX, 
DIVIDED. 


“Take my share of a fickle heart, 
Mine of a paltry love: 
Take it, or leave it, as you will, 
I wash my hands thereof.” 
G. ROSSETTI, 


Waınsy entered Nest’s room very softly the next morning 
with a letter in her hand. Nest was awake; but her eyes 
wore red and swelled, as if she had been crying. 

“Iam afraid your head is no better, poor thing!” said 
the younger sister, laying her light hand on Nest’s fore- 
head. ‘‘ This letter came from the Manor for you yester- 
day evening, Nest dear, and we would not disturb you to 
bring it you then.” 

Nest opened the note with eager fingers and read,— 


« May I come up to explain to-morrow morning? Please 
don’t say anything before I have seen you. I will come 


directly after breakfast. 
“ FLORA ARMYN.” 


“I must get up,” said Nest. ‘‘ My headache is all 
right, thank you, Winny ; and Flora is coming to sce me 
this morning.” 

«You look as if bed was your proper place,” said 
Winny; ‘‘ you are as white as a shect.” 

“ Never mind; please don’t notice me, and don’t say 
anything to the aunts about me,” said Nest, so desperately, 
that Winny was suro that something was amiss. However, 
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perceiving that she was not to get anything more out of 
Nest just then, she wisely withdrew. 

The thoughts of the night had brought resolution to 
Nest, and her resolution had taken exactly the opposite 
shape from what her first impulse had been. Maidenly 
dignity and unselfishness had conquered the first desire to 
grasp at her rights at all hazards. If Edward loved Flora 
better than herself, she would release him ; and instead of 
enlisting Colonel Armyn upon her side, she made up her 
mind that he should know nothing about it. She had 
already scen how Escott’s behaviour distressed him; she 
would not give him more distress by telling him of Flora’s 
conduct. ‘The discovery she had made yesterday should 
be kept a secret in her own heart. Poor Nest did not feel 
at all heroic as she made this resolve; she felt very 
humble and good-for-nothing, for it seemed to her that 
it must be her fault that her love had no power to hold 
Edward, when once he was hers. 

She came down-stairs, her attire exquisitely neat, as 
usual, but without a vestige of colour in her face. She 
could not eat, although she pretended to do so; she was 
taken up with suspense in awaiting Flora’s visit. When 
the door-bell at last rang, she went down-stairs herself and 
admitted her visitor. She conducted her into a little 
room which had been used as a school-room, where they 
could be alone. As they passed into it, Nest saw herself 
and Flora reflected in the mirror over the chimney-picce : 
herself white, scared, effuced-looking ; Flora tall, magnifi- 
gent, radiant with pink and white skin, and glowing hair. 
A sudden pang shot through her that it was no wonder that 
Edward thought nothing of her beside Flora. 

She sat down without saying a word, and her heart beat 
fast. Flora sat down too, and made little remarks, apropos 
to nothing, which showed that she was as ill at ease as Nest. 

At last Nest said, hoarsely, ‘I thought you came to 


speak to me about——” af ; 
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« Yes, I did,” said Flora. ‘Tell me what you thought 
yesterday when you saw us together. I know you must 
have thought it strange.” 

“I could only think ono thing,” said Nest, quietly, 
« when I heard him say what he did.” 

« And I suppose you have told all your people,” said 
Fiora, with a mixture of triumph and uneasiness in her 
voice. 

! «No; I have told no one,” said Nest. 

«Haven't you?” Tlorx’s face showed an intense relief, 
« O Nest, how kind of you!” 

« Thero was no kindness,” said Nest, coldly. 

Flora’s manner altered at once. She stood up and said, 
«I beg your pardon, Nest. I know you have a right to 
be angry ; but I camo to ask if you would be kind to us 
and not tell. You will make Edward miserable for life if 
you insist on his keeping his engagement to you—he will, 
if you insist—he told me so; but he will be unhappy all 
his life, and so shall I.” ` 

Nost said nothing. 

« Indeed, he did not mean to treat you ill. But you 
know he had not seen me when ho was cngaged to you; 
and I care so very much for him,” said Flora, with a 
faltering voice; “so does he for me. And if you tell, and 

papa hears of it, he will be so angry. I know we havo 
treated you very badly; but if you will only forgive, and 
return good for evil, we shall be thankful to you all our 
lives.” 

Still Nest said nothing, but hid her face in her hands. 
It was quite plain that Flora little knew the bitterness 
which her own words conveyed. ‘The assumption that her 
love was everything to Edward, and Nest’s nothing, brought 
before poor Nest the position of affairs more vividly than 
hor thoughts had hitherto been able to picture it. 

“O Nest!” said Flora, frightened by her continual 
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papa hears of it, I won’t stay—I will run away and hide. 
You don’t know what it is when he is angry. And then it 
will spoil everything ; and Edward will be miserable, and 
so shall I. We do care for each other so much, we could 
not part now.” And Flora positively knelt on the floor 
by the side of Nest’s chair. She, with her superficial, 
though stormy feelings, had little idea of the slow torture 
she was causing to Nest. 

“I won't tell,” said Nest in a half-suffocated voice. ‘* If 
you give me Edward's address at Erconbury I will write 
tohim. O Flora! how could you take him away from me ?” 

« He liked me best,” said Flora. ‘I could not help it. 
And it was the first time any one ever had liked me. You 
go about; you get plenty of chances, Nest. I live shut 
up here, and never get one. And when we found out 

_ that we did like each other, what were we to do ?” 

“I don’t know,” said Nest, wearily ; “ I only know that 
I would sooner have died than have come between two 
people who loved one another. Now, Flora, I have pro- 
mised ; please let me go. I can’t bear it any longer. Ah! 
the address.” 

« He is at the ‘ King’s Head,” said Flora, following Nest 
out of the room. 

Nest went up-stairs, bolted her door, and threw herself 
on the bed, where she lay in a half-exhausted stupor for 
some time. Then she got up and wrote her last letter to 
Edward. 


«Dear Epwanrp,—I set you free. I wish you could 
have come forward yourself, instead of leaving me to find 
it out by accident like this. But it is all over now. Ishall 
not say anything to any one about it—you need not fear 
me. I cannot say that it has not made me very unhappy, 
for I trusted you so implicitly,—perhaps you did not 
know how much, I hope Flora will make you a good wife. 
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Then Nest took her few little treasures: a turquoise 
ring, a little gold étui, and a photograph of Edward, tied 
them up together in a packet with trembling fingers, 
directed them and her letter, went into the drawing-room, 
and asked Evan, who was at home for the holidays, to 
walk into Erconbury that morning and leave them there. 
He looked at her inquiringly. 

“ What’s up ?” he said. 

Winny and Aunt Hermy, who were likewise in the 
room, were startled by his tono; and Winny came up to 
her sister. 
 T'm not engaged to Edward any longer; I have 
written to break it off,” she said, steadily, though grasping 
nt a chair for support. 

« My dear!” said Aunt Hermy, with at least twenty 
notes of concern and surprise in her voice. Winny only 
put her arm round Nest’s waist and kissed her. Sho 
knew now as well as if Flora had told her how the state 
oi the case stood. 

“ Why?” said Evan, with a whistle. 

“I can’t tell you. Reasons that are satisfactory to 
both of us,” she said, with some He “Don't ask 
me any more just now, please.” 

Nest did not emerge again from her own room during 
the whole of tho day. Sho felt as if she had finished & 
_ hard task, and was content to rest and not to think. 
Winny waited upon her, silently and lovingly. Only 
once she said— 

“I know what it is, Nest: it is Flora.” 

Nest looked up, and said— 

« Mind that no one else suspects it then, Winny. I 
tave given my word.” 

“I will never say a word about it,” said Winny. ‘‘ But 
as for aber; I have a great mind never to speak to her 
again.” 

‘Yes, you must,” said Nest, wearily. “I promised 
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her that no one should know. We must go on just the 
same with her as we did before, or else it will leak out.” 

“‘ Why should you care so much whether it docs or 
not? I’m sure she never showed any consideration for 
you, or any sense of right, honour, or justice,” said 
Winny, wrathfully. ‘She is just like the snake in the 
fable; and I should like above all things to see her turned 
into one, and I would stamp upon her with all my might;” 
and Winny suited the action to the word so dramatically 
that it made Nest smile a little. 

“ Hush, Win! It is not only for Flora; it is partly 
for Colonel Armyn’s sake too. He would be so awfully 
distressed if he knew what Flora has been doing. Help 
me to hush it up. Don’t make it harder for me, there’s a 
dear.” 

Whereupon Winny promised, and then hurried out of 
the room into her own, where she relieved her feelings by 
crying and by hurling a variety of epithets at Flora, none 
of which were of a mild character. ` 

The aunts were seriously disturbed. Aunt Immy, in- 
deed, took the matter philosophically, and said that they 
had better quarrel before marriage than after. But what 
most distressed Aunt Hermy was the disagreeableness of 
making people talk, as they were sure to do, at sucha 
mysterious rupture of an engagement. 

« My dear,” she said to Winny, “ I quite belicve that 
Nest has been right in doing as she has done. Don’t 
ruffle up your feathers so angrily, my little brown wren. 
But you don’t know how ill-natured people will gossip, if 
a story is once set going. We really must try to persuade 
Nest to give us some reason for breaking off the match; 
it will be so bad for her. Have you any idea what the 
real reason is? Nothing about x 

“T know,” said Winny, simply ; “ but Nest made ma 
promise not to tell. I made a guess, and she admitted it; 
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‘© OF course,” said Aunt Hermy, ‘we know the fault 
must lio with Edward, and not with poor Nest.” 

« Of course,” said Winny, very decidedly. “I always 
knew ho was nothing like good enough for her, and she 


* knows it too now. ‘There, Aunt Hermy, I can’t say 


~- 


anything more; don’t ask me, please.” 

That evening a letter and packet arrived from Edward. 
Tho packet contained the few little things that Nest lad 
given him ; the letter consisted of these words :— 


‘tT have treated you very ill, and do not deserve your 
gonerous forbearance. My aunt’s haste in London was 
partly to blame, but I do not excuse myself. You could 
not have acted otherwise than you have done in breaking 
off our engagement. I can only say that I am sincerely 
grieved for tho pain Í have brought upon you, and remain 
yours sincerely, 

t EDWARD ANDERSON.” 


Tho glamour which had been over Nest’s eyes had been 
rudely dispelled, and the hollowness of the ring of this 
note struck to her heart. Had Edward never loved her, 
then? Had it been all a mistake? Or rather, as poor 
Nest, in her morbid self-abasemont, put it, had she really 
shown herself 2 person impossible to love? She felt 
crushed to the earth at’ this new experience of human 
life; and it seemed to her, now that hor faith in her 
fellow-creatures was thus roughly shaken, that life would 
only be a barren waste, worth nothing. It would have 
been comparatively easy to bear, had circumstances come 
between her and Edward, so that sho might have kept her 
respect for him, even if she had had to give up his love ; 
but this seemed to embitter the whole world to her. She 
thought of that little poem of Clough’s, and, for tho first 
time, its thought seemed to be part of herself: not a mero 
picture of tho imagination, as it had always been to hor 


before. . 
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“My wind is turn’d to bitter north, 

That was so sweet a south before ; 

My sky, that shone so sunny bright, 
With foggy gloom is clouded o’er. 

My gay green leaves are yellow black 
Upon the dank autumnal floor; 

For love, departed once, comes back 
No more again, no more.” 


That was the worst of it. She could not love Edward 
any more. It almost seemed to her that she could not 
love any one else either. Her heart was dead and dry. 
O that something would happen to stir up her dormant 
powers of feeling, and relax this heavy uniformity of 
suffering, which had grown now to a dead weight of 
dull aching, more weary to bear than the sharp pain 
which she had felt at first! It seemed to-Nest, uncon- 
scious of the merciful effect of time, that this burden would 
be hers to carry to her life's end. 

Wait, Nest. You are in the wilderness, and there you 
must wait for many a day yet; but perhaps you may yet 
find the promise of yesterday's anthem true. You may be 
certain that the streams which break out there, if you 
patiently abide their appearing, will bring you rest and 


refreshing, not for the moment only, but for all time, and 
beyend it. 


Fa 
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CHAPTER X. 
NEST’S TROUBLES., 


Tic that is surprised by the first frost, feels it all the winter atter.” 
G. HERBERT 


As a matter of course, the breaking off of Nest’s engago- 
ment proved to be a nine days’ wonder among her friends 
and neighbours. ‘There is nothing which gives rise to 
moro discussion and surmise in a country place such as 
Lyke than any event of this sort; and one cannot but 
suspect sometimes that sundry unhappy marriages have 
existed becnuse the bride had not the moral courage to 
face being made the subject of discussion by the whole 
body of her neighbours. 

Mrs. Heydon said she had never liked Mr. Anderson’s 
looks, and that she never had thought that Nest had 
sufficient penetration to go through the world without 
being taken in. But since Nest did not publish the causo 
of their separation, and it was said to be by mutual consent, 

the world in general was extraordinarily anxious to discover 
the grounds of it. She would not even give the reason 
to ler aunts, and they were certainly a little vexed 
thereby. 
- Yon have told Winny,” said Aunt Immy; ‘‘and ono 
would have thought that the confidence you give to a silly 
- little chit like that you might have given to us who stand 
in the place of your parents.” 
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t But, indeed, Aunt Immy, if it were my own secrot I 
would tell you. Ican’t tell what concerns other people.” 

i Humph!” said Aunt Immy, and walked away. Bo- 
fore she reached the door, however, she stopped. 

‘Well, you girls must settle your own affairs, I sup- 
pose, if you won't let wiser heads have anything to do 
with it. But mind, it is not our fault if you burn your 
fingers.” 

Winny came in from the garden in time to hear this 
last speech. 

“« How can we help it, either of us, Nest?” she said. 
«Jf mamma was alive it would be so different. I always 
think if she were here I should tell her everything. But 
one can’t tell Aunt Hermy and Aunt Immy everything, 
though they mean to be very kind. If I had told them 
about poor Jack Heydon, and the way I had behaved to 
him, they would have thought me so awfully wicked, and 
then they would have been always at me to persuade me 
to change my mind. I can’t think how it is, but some 
people have no feelers on their heads!” 

«I would have given anything to have had mamma 
alive lately,” said Nest, in a choky voice. ‘She could 
have told me what to do, and helped me to bear it.” 

« And she could have told me what to say to Escott 
when he comes to me about his troubles,” said Winny. 
«O Nest, it’s 2 great mistake to be motherless !” 

The two girls both felt the need of help and advice; and 
yet both felt instinctively that it was not from their 
aunts that they could obtain it. Good, kindly, and ex- 
cellent as the Misses Rivers were, they had lived too much 
in one groove for vivid sympathy with young girls like 
Nest and Winny. They had had no love-experiences 
themselves, and were not sufliciently imaginative to enter 
into the phase in others. Nest’s sore earl and Winny’s 
unxious one, both were beyond their ken. 

However, they did what was the best possible thing for 
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Nest; they settled to take her to the sea for change of 
scene. It was not before she wanted it, for she drooped, 
grew thin, and lost her appetite ; and though she was of 
too durable a fibre to be likely to die of a broken heart, 
her health seemed evidently suffering. Winny was not 
particularly well either; the autumn always affected her, 
and they had to take care of her in the winter. So it was 
determined to spend a month at Sandbeach, a warm, 
sunny little watering-place, about thirty miles off. 

The last Sunday before they were to go, they walked 
back from church with the Armyns as usual. Nest, Flora, 
Colonel Armyn, and the two aunts, walked in a row, 
spreading across the road. Winny and Escott had just 
fallen behind, as they usually did. If the aunts noticed 
this constant habit of theirs, they must have accounted 
for it by thinking that the two most foolish of the party 
naturally gravitated together. Perhaps they thought that 
Escott was too heavy, disagreeable, and ill-tempered for 
Winny to think of except as one whom she had known 
from a boy. Probably the fact was that they did not think 
of it at all, for the friendship between Escott and Winny 
had grown up too gradually to strike them, and they looked 
on Winny as still almost a baby. 

Winny stopped by the way, and picked a bunch of red 
hips, and a long festoon of clematis, which was just begin- 
ning to put on its silvery autumn attire. She proceeded 
to twine them together while she walked, and Escott 
talked. 

‘It’s just as well for that fellow I told you of that I did 
not know how the governor would take it,” he said. ‘I 
tell you, Winny, my life is a burden to me in this hole! 
He insists on coaching me himself, so there is no chance 
of my getting away, unless I cut. I think he will reduce 
mo to that sooner or later.” 

*¢ Don’t, please,” said Winny, imploringly. 

‘© Well} how would you like it for a mon who has 
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refused to believe your word to stick you down in a hole 
like this, and take every opportunity of letting fly at you ? 
I only bear it because of you, Winny. I said I would do 
what you liked as long as you held to me, and so I will. 
But you don’t know what itis. Why, the only fellows I 
have any chance of being friendly with he makes out to be 
fit for the gallows, and all the society I get I am obliged to 
got underhand. I don’t want to; I wouldn’t do it if I 
could help it ; but I must have a safety-valve of some sort. 
If you sit on the boiler, you know: 
€I wish he would see it,” said Winny sadly. 

“ The only thing I can do is to work like a horse for 
something to do, and to get rid of it the sooner. When I 
am once my own master, catch me coming here again ! ie 

“ Then when shall I ever see you?” 

« Always, I hope, by that time. Of course you will, 
Winny!” 

Winny said nothing, but a wistful look came into her 
eyes, that he remembered afterwards. Did a shadow of 
the future fall upox her then, and prepare her for what was 
to follow ? 

« And now you are going away for ever so long. I can’t 
think what I shall do without you! But you don’t care, I 
suppose.” 

“Escott, you deserve that I should tell you I don’t,* 
she began; but she could not finish the sentence, for by 
this time they were at the gate of the Panelled House, and 
the others stood there in a cluster. 

If she had known who the ‘fellows’’ were to whom 
Escott had alluded, she would have been more uneasy 
still, She had heard Mr. Algernon Smith’s name, and 
knew what sort of a character he bore, but she had never 
thought of him as likely to attract Escott. Winny had 
always called out Escott’s best side ; with all her keenness 
of sight, she did not know how the lawlessness of the 


Escott, nature lay dormant in him, read to break out if 
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not oyer-mastered by some higher influence. It had only 
shown itself at present in chafing against authority, for 
Escott had a conscience, and although his Christianity was 
not strong enough to be a controlling power, its place was 
in some degree supplied by the influence which Winny had 
over him, and he had borne himself with comparative 
blamelessness through his Oxford carcer, except in the 
carelessness which had led tó debt. But there he had 
freedom and congenial society: hero he had neither, 
except when associating with Algernon Smith, and few 
men’s society could have been more dangerous to his tem- 
perament. Algernon Smith was a clever man, a good 
talker, with agreeable manners, and sufficient tact to 
gauge the moral status of his acquaintances, so as to avoid 
shocking them by what he said. People who met him 
casually in society could not believe that the tales told of 
him were ime; and Escott, with a young man’s inexpe- 
rience, habitual disbelicf in his father’s warnings, and 
remembrance of their joint triumph at cricket, simply 
refused to believe them at all. ‘‘ People tax me with what 
I have not done,” said he: “probably it is the same with 
Smith; or if not, it is a case of great cry and little wool.” 
_ Notwithstanding this danger, however, Colonel Armyn 
had little tangible reason, as far as he knew, to complain 
of his son just now. He kept him very strictly to work, 
and Escott, for once in his life, did work ; but the family 
went to bed early, and Escott could lock his door, and 
escape, unperceived by any one, out of his window, over a 
sloping roof to the ground. Thence it was casy to take 
the mile’s walk to Algernon Smith’s house, where he found 
a host always ready to sco him and to receive him 
cordially. Es 
Almost imperceptibly the leaven began its work upon 
him. Funiliar association with 2 man who mado solf- 
indulgence the chief object of his life began to lower hig 
own standard of manliness. Light sncers cleverly directee 
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at feminine faith and morality, made him fancy that per- 
haps after all he had been foolish to pledge himself to 
follow Winny’s standard of right. He felt something like 
the man whom George Herbert describes in one of his 
quaint poems, who * struck the board and cried,”— 


“ What, shall I ever sigh and pine ? 
My lines and life are free: free as the road, 
Loose as the wind, as large in store. 
Shall I be still in suit? 
Have I no harvest but a thorn, 
T'o let me blood, and not restore 
What I have lost with cordial fruit?” 


Alas for poor Escott! although he ‘raved and grew 
more fieree and wild with every word,” he did not hear the 
voice calling “ Child” which quicted the complainer in the 
poem,—which might have quieted him. Slowly he began 
to decline from his allegiance to Winny. ‘‘ She is a dear, 
sweet, jolly little thing; but she knows nothing about life 
—how should she ?” he said to himself. ‘* Of course I 
mean to marry her just the same ; but she will have sense 
to see that I must go my way, not hers always. Well, 
well; I wish she would come back, though, all the same,” 
ended his truer self. 

But Escott and his delinquencies were suddenly thr own 
into the background in Colonel Armyn’s mind by the ap. 
pearance of Mr. Edward Anderson, in the character of a 
suitor for Flora’s hand. Nothing could be more correct 
than the way in which he did it. Colonel Armyn received 
a letter from him couched in the most decorous terms, 
stating that he had become convinced that Miss Armyn 
was the only woman whom he could ever love, and that 
although he was quite aware of his many disadvantages, &c., 
&e., he still hoped that Colonel Armyn would give ~him 
leave, upon probation, to pay his addresses to his daughter. 

This was entirely a new revelation to Colonel Armyn. 


He sat dopking at the latter al Het through br ‘ed pins perona 
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of eating his toast and drinking his coffee ; and only roused 

himself to call Flora back as she was about to leave tho 
room. 

« Yes, papa,” said the young lady demurely, retracing 
her steps; rather uneasy at heart, if the truth must be 
told, though she appeared to caress her bracelet with 
perfect unconcern. 

“ This letter concerns you, Flora,” said Colonel Armyn 
drily ; and put it into her hand. She read it with flushing 
cheek, and silently returned it. 

«I don’t know what to say to it,” said her father 
musingly. 

‘¢ What objection can you have ?” said Flora. “I am 
sure, papa, you can’t find any fault with the letter.” 

«No. But remember, Flora, that this man was Nest 
Williams’ promised husband when, according to his own 
statement, he fell in love with you. I must hear Nest’s 
account of the matter before I can decide.” 

“He had a right to choose for himself,” said Flora . 
indignantly. “He found out that Nest was not suited for 
him.” 

«He should havo found it out before,” said Colonel 
Armyn. ‘A man has no right to play fast and loose with 
a woman in that way. I shall go to Sandbeach this 
morning, and speak to Nest; and if I find that he has 
been treating her ill, I shall not consent to your engage- 
ment with him, Flora.” 

Flora began to cry. 

« Of course she will say he has been treating her ill,” 
she sobbed. ‘*Of course she won't like to think of his 
proposing to me. I don’t know what ill-natured thing she 
won't say ; I dare say she will put it all upon me, and you 
will*belicve her—you always do.” 

= “Hush, Flora!” said her father, lowering his tone to 
that extreme quictness which healways used when he was 
afraid of being harsh. ‘My poor child, I don’t wish to 
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come between you and your happiness; but if Anderson 
really has behaved ill to Nest, I cannot be altogether satis- 
fied about him as I should otherwise be. As soon as I 
come back from Sandbeach I will tell you my decision.” 

Flora went away and locked herself into her room, where 
she cried passionate tears. Her heart, which had never 
expanded beyond herself until now, had opened for the first 
time to a real emotion ; she really loved Edward Anderson, 
though the feeling she had for him had too much of selfish 
passion mixed with it to elevate her soul as a noble, unsel- 
fish love might have done. Nevertheless she was to be 
pitied during that day of suspense, which, with her, was 
less suspense than despair. Judging Nest by herself, she 
had little doubt that this opportunity of retribution would 
be made the most of; and she had as little doubt that her 
father would implicitly accept Nest’s statement, and forbid 
the engagement. If it had been only by that one day’s 
misery, Flora would have suffered bitterly for her misdeeds. 

Meanwhile the train bore Colonel Armyn to Sandbeach, 
where Aunt Hermy and her two nieces were staying. It 
was a chilly, grey day in October—grey sky, grey sea— 
and Aunt Hermy and Winny were sitting within doors 
over a fire; Winny had a cold. Aunt Immy was gone out 
to cater for provisions, but Nest was said to be taking 
a constitutional walk, which Aunt Hermy insisted on. 
Colonel Armyn said that he would go and look for Nest, as 
he had some private business to discuss with her, and went 
away, unheeding either Aunt Hermy’s disappointment at 
the failure of the chat with her old friend, which she had 
hoped for, or the inquiring look with which Winny’s eyes 
tried to read his face. 

Colonel Armyn went on beyond the parade, in the 
direction which Nest had taken, and eventually came upon 
a very quietly dressed young lady in a grey waterproof 
oloak and black velvet hat sitting upon one of the benches 
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the grey sea and grey shingle. She was perfectly still— 
Nest had an unusual power of stillness—and Colonel Armyn 
looked at her face for some moments without disturbing 
her, The expression was altered ; there was a perplexed, 
pathetic look in the mouth, very different from what the 
girl's bright serenity had been. She carried the story of 
her trouble legibly impressed upon her features for those 
who had oyes to read it. It is quiet, reserved people like 
hers whose faces are generally moulded by the story of 
their lives, rather than the quick and impulsive ; the 
trouble sinks deep into the heart of such, and works a 
change on their whole being, for they cannot throw it off 
-like the others. 

« How are you, Nest ?” said the deep pleasant voice at 
her side. She looked round and beheld the tall figure and 
long grey moustache and beard. 

« Colonel Armyn! Oh, I am so glad!” as they clasped 
hands in a warm, friendly hand-shake. 

«TI wanted to find you alone,” said Colonel Armyn, after 
a little general talk. ‘‘ The fact is, Nest, I am afraid I 
have got to talk to you on a painful subject; will you 
forgive me if I am clumsy about it?” £ 

« Yes, certainly,” said Nest; but he felt the little in- 
ward shrink which his words gave her, and the quick catch 
of the breath. 

« The fact is,” said Colonel Armyn, looking not at her 
but out at sea, “my Flora has—I mean Mr. Anderson 
wrote to me this morning, proposing for her. Now you see 
that I am afraid I can’t help distressing you about a 
delicate subject. Shall I goon?” — 

« Yes, please.” ’ 

‘T hear that you parted by mutual consent. Now of 
course I don’t want to pry into your secrets; but I am not 
at all inclined to give him everything he wants if he did 
not treat you well. You would not mind telling me if you 
suspected his attachment to Flora ?” 
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c: Yes, I did,” said Nest. 

“Then I am afraid that he treated you ill, though you 
are too generous to say so, my dear.” 

“I don’t think he meant to treat me ill,” said Nest. 
“Te ought to have known his own mind better before he 
made me like him,”’—her voico faltered a little,—“ but I 
don’t think he meant it. He had not seen Flora then.” 

« And it was during her visit to the Panelled House that 
he transferred his affections ?” said Colonel Armyn, looking 
gloomy. j 

“ Yes,” said Nest. Then with a great effort, she spoke 
nuwriedly, “All the same, I hope he and Flora will be 
happy. You must not lct me stand in their way. He is 
nothing to me now; he never could be anything. Of 
course he will marry some day, and I hope Flora and he 
will be happy,” she repeated again, with a terrible aching 
at her throat and a dry voice. 

« Nest, I do not like to ask it,” said Colonel Armyn, 
‘ but there is only one thing which would make it impossible 
for me to give my consent to this. If I thought that Flora 
had wilfully come between you—but she could not have 
been so dishoncurable as that. It is very unfortunate that 
ell this entanglement should have occurred,” he went on, 
to Nest’s gréat relief, without waiting for an answer, ‘‘ and 
I hope you will forgive me the pain of haying troubled you 
with this. I see nothing for it but to Ict it go on,” he said, 
doubtfully. 

GE hope you will act just as you w ould if I were out of 
the way,” said Nest. “It was an unfortunate mistake cf 
his, and of course it has made me unhappy; but I don't 
want him to see ib all his life,” she added, with a ‘little 
watery smile. 

“I hope you are getting over it,” said Colonel Armyn, 
with a mixture of wistfulness and penitence for having 
entered upon the stats 


cag thank you,” said Nest, wearily. Then with the 
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sudden instinct of disburdening her mind, ‘* The worst is— 
if you won’t think mo vory silly for talking about it "— 
(Colonel Armyn said only an emphatic “No!”)—“I am 
afraid it has made me very wicked. I used to believe in 
everybody and everything I saw; and now, since this has 
happened to me, I feel as if there was something in my 
mind that would sneer at it all. I never felt it before, and 
I know it is very wicked; but I seem as if I could not 
believe in anybody being true or good now I know that 
Edward was—not what I used to think him.” 
Nest’s eyes were full of tears as she spoke. The impulse 
of confession was strong upon her, and she went on— 
` And it’s not only that, though that is bad cnough. I feel 
even as if I couldn’t say my prayers properly—it seems so 
hard that my life should be spoilt like this when it was not 
my own fault at all. Colonel Armyn,” she said, as he sat 
silently listening, can’t you help m3? I thought if any one 
could, you could, because of what you did—in the Mutiny, 
you know.” He looked puzzled, and sho grew shy and 
desperate. “I mean, when you would not give up your 
- Christianity to save your life; I thought you must know!” 

« My dear child, I am the last person you should como 
to for advice,” he said kindly. “I can only tell you what 
was my own experience—not at the time you mean, which 
was a very small thing, and only needed a strong resolve 
to carry one through a quarter of an hour’s trial, after 
which there was no choice for me. I mean in the later 
time—after my poor wife’s death, when I had to leave tho 
army, and tako the childron to England, and my life, too, 
seemed utterly spoiled and wrecked.” 

Nest waited eagerly for more. 

«I am not holding myself. up as an example, you under. 
stand. I have been far enough away from that all my 
life,” said the Colonel, hurriedly. ‘‘ Only as you ask me 
how I got out of it—well, Nest, I can only say that I tried 
to remember that my lifo was not mine to do what I liked 
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with, but God’s ; and after a time I came to sce that it did 
not so much matter what happens to us, if we are only 
doing His will.” 

“Ah! yes,” sighed Nest, “but I can’t.” 

« You will in time, if you are patient. You know you 
are very young now, Nest; and if you learn that lesson 
early, my dear—’’ His voice faltered a little with strong 
feeling; then he went on: ‘‘ The light comes if we wait. 
Nobody’s life is all one grey shade like the sea there. Well, 
I wish I could have helped you better; but, indeed, I can 
feel for you, Nest.” 

“ That helps me more than anything,” said Nest. 

They walked back in silence. They had both been talk- 
ing too deeply to have much to say to cach other; but 
Nest could not help thinking as she said good-bye to him, 
what a privilege it was to have such a man as Colonel 
Armyn for her friend. And, indeed, the words he had 
spoken were destined to take root in her mind, and to bear 
fruit there on some future day. 
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ate ; CHAPTER XI. 
AT THE MANOR. 


pee E «J will be quiet, and talk with you, 
we > And reason why you are wrong. 
x You wanted my love—is that much trne? r 
And so I did love, so I do: 
What has come of it all along?” 
BROWNING. 


«How uncommonly cool!” said Winny, with an angry 
little stamp upon the ground, as she opened a note which 
she had found lying in wait for her on her return to 
Sega Lyke. 
x ‘© What is if?” said Nest. 
_ “It’s a long letter from Flora Armyn, actually wanting 
a's me to be her bridesmaid. She puts a great many apologies 
eres =, to it, and says she has no friend except me; that his cousins 
Y decline—I should think so—and that she can only find 
her cousin, Alice Escott, with two little sisters, and three 
won't do. I shall not be the fourth, however.” 
“Do you know, Win, I wish you would,” said Nest. 
“I won’t,” said Winny. i 
But a little while alter, Nest camo into Winny’s room, 
and said, “ Really, Winny, it would be much the best thing 
= if you would do as Flora wishes.” 
5 «c Aftor tho way sho behaved to you!” said Winny, in- 


Mees, Wignantly. 
Pe, «Yes. It is not virtuo on my part so much as expe- 
ao F dience. Don’t you B00, that as we said we parted by 
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mutual consent. no one would see anything strange in it; 
and then the world would understand that there is no 
deadly feud between us, and that I don’t care. That is 
what I want them to think,” said Nest, flushing; “I would 
not for anything have him fancy that z was pining for him 
still.” 

Winny said nothing, but looked a ; 

“Do, there’s a good girl. Indeed, I wish it very much,” 
said Nest. 

« Very well,” said Winny, with a resigned face. “If 
I must I must, I suppose. But I shall hate it awfully, I 
know.” 

“Thank you, Win.” Nest kissed her little sister, and 
left her; and Winny, after executing a little dance of dis- 
gust in solitude, sat down to write her letter of acceptance, 
There was just one thing which sweetened the draught, 
and that was the opportunities this might give her of con- 
fidential talks with Escott. Winny had thought already 
of much sage advice she meant to bestow upon him, for 
her thoughts had been with him as much at Sandbeach as 
at Lyke. 

Winny sent her acceptance of the honour, and soon 
found that her task was to be.no sinecure. First came 
up Colonel Armyn, and said in his kind, fatherly way, ‘I 
am very grateful, my dear, for your kindness in not giving 
up Flora in spite of this disagreeable affair. You see she 
has no sister, and Mrs. Escott’s ideas are rather curious 
upon some matters, so that I hope you will use your good 
sense, and help us in the arrangements as much as you 
can. Ishould have asked your aunt to help us in that 
way, but of course it would be so painful for her that 
I could not think of it.” 

Then came Flora, with a demonstrative, pecking kiss. 
« Winny, I want to consult you about my trousseau. Do 
you think I ought to have two square-cut gowns and two 
-low ones, or will one square do? And do you think 
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Valenciennes or Maltese lace goes best with blue silk 2” 
Åc., &e., ad libitum. 

Then Escott lounged up to them as they woro still deep 
in silks and laces. ‘One good thing out of all this, 
Winny,” said ho, “there will be somebody to talk to 
whose head is not like the ledger in a drapers shop. 
Grandmamma and Flora are no more use, in the way of 
society, than these chairs.” 

Finally, Mrs. Escott hailed her with joyful delight. 
« My dear Winny, do come and help me with these calcu- 
lations. Ihave got my head quite puzzled, and there can 
be only six places in this corner of the dining-room, and 
we must have ten people to sit there. Nos-or is it ten 
places and six people? I can’t make it out; there, my 
dear, take it. Poor Mr. Escott always used to say I had 
no head for business.” And so Winny found herself 
appealed to on every side, and as she was one of those 
people who enjoy a bustle, and can get through a good 
deal of business in a short time, she was soon spending 
the greater part of every day at the Manor. Edward 
Anderson was out of the way, having gone to Italy as 
temporary correspondent for a daily paper, in consequence 
of the illness of a friend of his, the regular special gorre- 
spondent of the paper; and he ‘did not intend to return 
until the 1st of December. He wrote very regularly to 
Flora, but she did not inflict his letters upon Winny; her 
whole mind appeared to be absorbed in trousseaux and 
wedding presents, and sho kept her raptures to herself. 

Escott spent the first afternoon that Winny passed at 
the Manor in her company; though he was rather a hin- 
drance than a help, for neither he nor his sister were good 
at practical arrangements. The next day, however, he 
was absent; and Flora said, “I told him you would be 
busy with me, so he is gone off to his dear friend’s.” 


“Who is his doar friend?” said Winny, uncon ~ 


cernedly, 
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“Don’t you know? I thought you were in all his 
secrets. Not that ho told me—but I found it out.” 

“ Who?” said Winny again. 

“Mr. Algernon Smith. Nice company he keeps there, 
T should think, by all accounts.” 

« What do you mean ?” said Winny, looking Flora full 
in the face. 


« Come, Winny, you need not look at me like that. I 


don’t believe there is anything very bad there, or worse 
than most young men go in for. I believe they play 
pretty high at écarté and loo, and that sort of thing, ac- 
companied with more Curaçoa than is good for them. 
That is all I know, at least, though people tell other pretty 
stories too.” 

« All!” said Winny, very indignantly. ‘‘Enough too, 
I think, if it were true. But I don’t believe it.” 

“Don’t, then. But you will find it true all the same. 
My dear, what does it matter? I don’t expect Escott 
to be any better than other people. It is only because 
you know.so little of life that it seems so dreadful to 
you.” 

“Then I hope I shall never Imow any more of it,” said 
Winny, warmly. 

‘T advise you to learn, for your own sake. My dear 
Winny, if Nest had had. the least knowledge of human 
nature, she might be marrying Edward next month instead 
of me.” 

« Now, Flora,” said Winny, resolutely, ‘‘ once for all, T 
am not going to talk to you about Nest. If you hayce no 
shame for yourself I have for you. I think you have 
behaved infamously ; and if it had not been to please Nest, 
who cares much more than you do that your conduct shall 
not be known, I never would have consented to bo your 
. bridesmaid. Iam willing to stay and help you, but I am 
not going to discuss my sister Nest with you.” 

“Nor my brother Escott apparently,” said Flora, 
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laughing. Sho was never angry with Winny, unless in 
ill-humour beforehand, though she rather liked to stit 
up her wrath and make her rufile her feathers like a littlo 
angry robin. And now that the world was going so pros- 
perously with Flora, it was a case of ‘lot those laugh who 
win.” 
« Never mind, Winny; I won’t rouse your wrath again. 
- All’s fair in love and war, you know. Come now, kiss 
me,” and Flora pecked a kiss, which was not returned by 
Winny ; but, for all that, she had left a sting in the girl’s 
heart. Winny knew very little of life, but she did know 
instinctively that dissipation, of the kind which Flora had 
described, was not to be indulged in by Escott with im- 
punity, even such impunity as her brother Evan might 
haye known in like case. She looked all the more anxi- 
ously at him when he came in. 
Was it only her fancy, or was Escott’s appearance really 
altered for the worse ? He looked less healthy and whole- 
-some than he used to do. Late hours and unnecessary 
potations had not improved his complexion or the clearnesa 
of his eyes. The old discontented look was aggravated ; 
no wonder, since Escott was now not only discontented 
with his father, but with himself also. A man of a sen- 
sitive nature, who, like him, knows the better and docs the 
= worse, cannot drift downwards without sundry pricks and 
-twinges, that prevent his life from being a very pleasant 
one under the process. 
_. Winny watched him as he sat by the window in the 
Aast-falling gloom of the November evening, having come 
in for the afternoon tea, which had at last, by Mrs. Escott’s 
connivance, been established at the Manor, in spite of tho 
Colonel’s prejudices. He had come in for something clse, 


es too,—the object of escorting Winny home. The little 


slender creaturo, who beside him was like a kitten by- 
a Newfoundland dog, had a sense of protecting and guard- 
‘ing him as she looked at him; and not altogether in vain, 
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for there was no one whose influence over him equalled 
hers. 

When, in goloshes and waterproof, the tiny figure was 
tripping along the splashy road by his side, she turned to 
him and said, from her heart, “I am so glad to be at home 
again, Escott.” 

“I am glad enough you are come. I wish you had 
never gone.” j 
“Tam back now, at any rate. What does it matter?” 

“ Nothing to you; a good deal to me, perhaps. Well, 
never mind that now.” 

“ Now, Escott,” said Winny, in a playful tone, but with 
a sore anxiety in her heart, ‘‘don’t say you have been 
getting into mischief at Mr. Algernon Smith’s.’ 

“© What do you know about him ?” 

“Not much,” said Winny; “and I don’t want to know 
morce.” 

« Very well, then you shall hear nothing sbout him 
from me. Would I be so disobliging as to contradict your 
expressed wish ? I won't even defend him.” 

But there was real annoyance in his tone perceptible 
beneath the banter. 

« Are you very angry with me for taking you to task?" 
she said, with an arch glance into his face. 

“No; I never could be angry with what you said from 
your own heart; but I might if I thought you had been 
put up to it. Not with you, even then, I hope, Winny.” 

“ I hope not,” she said, with a little sigh. ‘‘ We never 
have quarrelled all the time we have known one another, 
Escott. If we did, I should be so dreadfully afraid that 
you would never forgive me.” ; 

«Why? Do you think me so very hard and relentless, 
Winny ?” ; 

“I don’t know what you might be,” she said, with s 
little shiver, that did not come from the damp November 
air. Then suddenly gathering up her courage, “ Escott, 
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you may laugh at me as muċh as you like, but you know 
you have always let me tell you my mind.” 

‘Speak on, prophetess!” said he, with a little laugh, 
though not altogether well at ease. 

“I am sure Mr. Smith’s company is not good for you. 
Is it? Would you like to take Flora there ?” 

“My dear Winny, you really don’t understand the 
world. You know you have seen very little of it,” began 
Escott, didactically; then suddenly breaking into his own 
natural style: ‘‘ The fact is, I should go out of my mind 
in a fortnight in this confounded place, without a human 
being to speak to; and Smith is very good-natured to 
me, and I don’t believe one-half the stories people tell 
against him. I don’t mean to say he is anything remark- 
able in the way of goodness, or that I should care to see 
you talking to him; but I will say that I believe one-half 
of the men who condemn him aro just as bad as he is, 
only he has a bad name for his misdeeds, and they keep 
theirs quiet.” 

Winny said nothing, and Escott went on bitterly: ‘No 
doubt they have posted you up well into all the scandals 
about him. ‘Trust men like my father, whom the. world 
calls a gentleman and a Christian, and old ladies like your 
aunts, who A 

« Escott, nobody ever talks scandal to me,” said Winny 
her face scarlet with vexation; “of all people, your father 
would be the last, too. Come,” she added, with an 
attempt at a laugh, * wo are nearer quarrelling than ever 
we were before, notwithstanding all our protestations. 
Don’t let us talk about Mr. Smith any more; you know 
best whether you are tho better for his society or not. 
And I am sure,” she added, with a little falter in her 
voice, ‘I have no right to take you to task. I never 
should havo said anything, only that you used to say you 

liked me to lecture you. I beg your pardon if I havo said 
more than I ought.” 
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« Winny, I am a brute,” said Escott, moved to repent- 
ance. ‘You shall take me to task as much as eyer 
you like. When once I am over this examination next 
May——” 4 

Winny’s face glowed scarlet again; but this time with 
pleasure, not with pain. The possibility which loomed in 
tho distance seemed to her such a happy one, even though 
there was no glamour of impossible perfection in her 
visions of Escott. All the delight, to her, was in the 
consciousness of helping and guiding him, and the know- 
ledge that she could manage him and make him a better 
man than any one else. It was not an ideal love, this 
choice of Winny’s; it was almost too real and matter-of- 
fact. Nevertheless, to her loving heart, and strong, almost 
motherly, instinct of protection, it was the one lot she 
wonld have chosen out of the whole world. 
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“That led me to the wild of Passion: which 
Some call the wold : 
A wasted place, but sometime rich : 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold 
Save one good angel, which a friend had tied 


Close at my side.” 
G. HERBERT. 


Escorr sat in his bedroom that evening when the family 
had separated for the night, unable to make up his mind 
_whether he should go to Algernon Smith’s, or remain at 
_ home and go to bed like a wise man. His window was 
_ open, and the one chamber-candle flared and flickered in 
‘the damp west wind, throwing fitful lights over the room. 
It might have stood for the fitful light in Escott’s soul, 
_ played upon by the strong wind of passion and tempta- 
- tion. Perhaps something of this sort came into his 
mind, as he lighted his pipe and paced the room with it in 
his mouth. 
= “Poor little Winny!” he thought; “I believe she’s 
uwfally fond of me—query, would she be as fond of me 


"if she know me as well as I know myself? How different 


women are. Here’s Flora, who wouldn’t care twopence 


7 - what a man’s character was if she wanted to marry him, 
` @s long as he kept up appearances before the world ;_ 


_and there’s Winny, up to quite as much fun as Flora, or 


if more, who would break her heart if I went to tho bad. 


After all, we are more or less what tho women make us ; 
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I can only say I should havo gone to the bad long ago, 

except for that little thing. Well, I suppose I am not ont 

of the wood yet; but I will be a good boy to-night and 

stop at home. Ah! hero are the ‘Idylls.’ They will just 
- do for me to finish my pipe over.” 

And sitting down, Escott turned to the page which 
begins the story of “ Elaine tho fair, Elaine the lovable, 
Klaine the lily maid of Astolat.”, He did not go to bed 
until he had finished the poem; and then he seemed to be 
dreaming about it all night. His dreams were an odd medley, 
as dreams generally are; but somchow he was mixed up 
with Lancelot, and Elaine had Winny’s face. He had a clear 
remembrance of stooping down over her and seeing her 
dead in the boat, and accusing himself with that awful 
remorse one only fecls in dreams, of having been tho 
cause of her death. He awoke himself with a struggle, 
and yet could not shake off the impression his dream had. 
made sufficiently to sleep again. He went on with his 
dream in that half-sleeping state, when the imagination 
only seems alive, and the other powers of the mind aro 
too torpid to check it. When he did sleep at last, his 
dreams were still disturbed, and it was a relief to him 
when morning came.. 

With the morning light the impression of his nightly 
terror vanished, and he came down-stairs feeling as if ho - 
deserved well of the world in general. 

‘© You will have company here for the next fortnight,” 
said Flora as she greeted him. 

“How?” 

“ Papa and Miss Rivers have settled between them that 
Winny is not strong enough to walk backwards and for- 
wards in the damp, and so she is to stay here altogether. 
T am suro we could not get on without her.” 

« Why, has she caught-cold ?” said Escott. 

«O no! and I don’t suppose she would have been 
any the worse; but thoso aunts are awful fidgets. She is 
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one of the delicate people who aro always takon so much 
care of that they outlive all their contemporaries. I 
expect that Winny will be a frisky little old lady of eighty 
when we are all dead and in our graves.” 

“Don’t mention graves at breakfast, my dear,” said 
Mrs. Escott; “I don’t like it. When I was young, it 
was considered to be very bad faste to mention disagrec- 
ablo things in public; bnt now you hear people talking of 
graves and funerals and deaths, as if no one had any 
nerves at all.” 

“Well, grandmamma,” said Flora, ‘‘I suppose, since 
back-boards were given up, people’s nerves have improved, 
and so they don’t mind such subjects.” 

Winny came up in the pony-carriage that morning in a 
driving rain; and her aunts had enveloped her in so many 
wraps that Colonel Armyn told her, as she emerged, that 
she looked like the fairy wife whom some nursery hero 
discovered in a walnut-shell. Winny laughed and curtseyed, 
and Flora took hold of the tiny brown wrist and held it up 
to view. ; 

“« You are a regular fairy godmother at least, Winny. 
Look at the difference between our two arms;” and she 
bared her own—plump, white, and shapely—and put it 
beside Winny’s. 

‘Never mind: little and good,” said Winny. 

«If we woro in a novel or an opera,” said Flora, 
«T should be the heroine, Winny, and you the she-villain. 
My contralto voice would be in the way, though; what 

‘a shame it is that all contraltos should be good for 
nothing.” 

«Yes, it is,” said Winny, quaintly, with an odd little 
smile at the corners of her mouth. ‘‘ Now then, Flora, let 
us go to business; I have come here to work, you know. 
Escott, are you coming to help us ?” 

"Not yet,” said Escott. “I havo to discover how many 
pounds weight would picrco an iron plate of a thickness of 
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something, at an angle of something, from a distance of 
something. But I’ll come as soon as I can, Winny.” 

“If you were good at nothing else, Winny, it would bo 
worth having you here to keep Escott in order.” 

Winny made no reply to this observation of Flora’s, but 
plunged at once into her work. Unwillingly as she had 
consented to help in these preparations, she was one of 
those people who cannot do things by halves; and she had 
perceived that with the cost of a little labour and study the 
bare ugly dining-room had capabilities of being decorated 
and made quite pretty. This involved pink and white 
hangings, and festoons of evergreens ; but Winny, who had 
nimble fingers of her own, persuaded Flora that if they 
mado the hangings themselves, the expense would be 
trifling; whereas if they put it into the hands of an up- 
holsterer, there was no saying what it might come to. 
After calculations had been made, and the cost estimated, 
Winny had it laid before Colonel Armyn, and,-notwith- 
standing his dislike to useless expenditure in the abstract, 
hé readily consented to Winny’s plan. So the two girls 
sat together in the dining-room, with yards upon yards of 
pink and white calico around them, engaged with yard- 
measures and lengths of tape ; Winny deciding, and Flora, 
who had no head for this sort of thing, humbly carrying 
out her decisions. Only once they came to a little 
difference. 

Flora suggested that a monogram consisting of the 
initials E and F, and surmounted by an A, would look well 
in the centre hanging. 

«I dare say it would,” said Winny, a little shortly. 

« Could not you manage it, Winny? Do, there ’s a 
dear.” 

« I’ll have nothing to do with it,” said Winny, decidedly. 
“ I’m not taking all this trouble to do Aim honour.” 

Happily for their mutual peace, at this moment an 


interruption occurred, in tho shape of Mr. Burnet. Escott's _ 
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~~ former tutor. His visit was to Winny, whom he wished tc 
‘see, in order to talk to her about a protéyée of hers who 
was a servant in his parish, in whom they were both in- 
terested. Nevertheless, without detracting from Mr. Burnct's 
excellence, it may be doubted whether what he had to say 
would have necessitated a two miles’ walk in drenching 
‘vain, had it not been that it was only the day before 
that ho had casually heard from Flora that Winifred 
Williams had come home again, and was spending her timo 
_at the Manor, in preparation for the sixth. 
Mr, Burnet was a most excellent man, a good scholar, 
and gentlemanlike in manners, but undeniably rather dull. 
For this reason, possibly, it was that Winny’s sparkling 
“5 brightness had so much effect upon him; and she, on her 
~~ part, who always found it natural to use her powers on the 
heaviest. and dullest of men, found Mr. Buruct more 
responsive than his looks would have led one to suppose. 
They were excellent friends at all times, and Winny, who 
was at least fifteen years his junior, never dreamed that he 
could look upon her in any other light than as the little” 
girl she had been when she first made his acquaintance. 
i She welcomed him to-day more warmly than usual, as an 
_ opportune interruption after the words which had slipped 
out of her month respecting Edward Anderson—words 
~ which a moment's reflection made her repent of having 
_. uttered; but which had risen to her lips in a sudden qualm ~ 
— of disgust at the thought that Edward's monogram should 
have Been: united to Nest’s, not to Flora’s. 
ess Th} dining-room, with its bright fire and pretty occu- 
oe pants, was no uninyiting pk tcc to a man who had just 
~~ walked up from Hirconbury in the pouring rain. After a 
: little small talk, Winny enlisted him into their service- 
* there was plenty of measuring fo be done, and nails to be 
hammered i in where the wall would hold them, and whera 
‘tay would be unobserved. Mr. Burnet was nothing loth 
ito obey her commands, and plenty of- chatter went on 
Cs a Jonggmwadi uan Colection: Plghized; by esangoni 
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among the three until nearly one o'clock, when Escott 


walked in. 

“Oh, good morning, Burnet,” he said in an off-hand 
way; and went up to Winny’s side. 

She knew from his voice that something had gone wrong, 
and wishing to bring him into the conversation, she said, 
“ Tell us what you think of our plans, Escott. We per- 
suaded Mr. Burnet to stop and help us, and we have been 
getting on so famously !” 

t Yes, I think I must be going now,” said Mr. Burnet, 
rather ruefully. ‘Is it raining now, I wonder ?” 

“ Harder than ever,” said Winny, who was perched up 
on the high window-seat of the tall old-fashioned window, 

‘her small, daintily shod feet twisted together to balance 
her, like a child. As a matter of course, Flora said that 
she hoped Mr. Burnet would stay and have luncheon with 
them. i 

«It rains too fast to rain long,” said Winny, eagerly 
impelled by mere womanly compassion for the man who 
had to brave the elements, while she was sitting in shelter 
at her ease. She little thought of the different interpreta- | 
tion which two of her auditors put upon her tone. 

So Mr. Burnet consented ; and then there was a hasty 
clearance of tapes, nails, yards of calico, &c., before the 
luncheon was brought in and puf on the table. Winny 
glanced at Escott, and could not think what was the matter 
with him ; but imagining that something was wrong between 
him and his father, she exerted herself to make more than 
her usual amount of fun and merriment, in order to divert 
attention from him. Winny could wile Colonel Armyn out 

of his gravity, and to-day they had a very amusing word- 
battle on the smallness of Winny’s appetite—a constant 


subject of discussion at the Manor, where Flora, being a ` 


~- remarkably large formed and healthy young person, ate on 

an average four times as much as her frail-looking little 

guest. Winny, when taxed with the fact, allowed it, but 
: 7 £ 
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proclaimed that spirit was better than matter, and then, I 
am sorry to say, involved her position by mixing “ spirit” 
and « spirits” in so desperate a manner as to prove that 
she had no logical faculty at all! Nevertheless, Mr. Burnet 
looked as if he thought her nonsense very charming, anA 
the bow of red ribbons sct on one side of her dark hair a 
brighter piece of colour on this gloomy day than Flora’s 
shining chestnut; while Escott sat through it ail in dis- 
gusted silence, not opening his mouth throughout the meal, 
except to eat. 

It was fully four o'clock before Mr. Burnet departed, 
although by that time it had ceased raining for an hour and 
a-half. Half an hour afterwards, Winny went and stood at 
the hall-door, to solace herself with a breath of fresh air. 
She was one of those people to whom fresh: air is a pecessary 
of life, and more than one of her bad colds were to be traced 
to the irresistible attraction which it had for her. Perhaps 
it was not very wise of her to stand as she was standing 
now, with no cloak or shawl above her grey serge gown, 
revelling in the soft damp west wind, redolent of the dying 
leaves of the autumn, which blew helplessly about the 
gravel drive. The trees from which they had fallen stood 
up bare and leafless against a sky of heavy blue-grey 
clouds, with a line of red orango underneath them; and 
whether it were the effect of the sombreness of the autumn 
evening, or the reaction from the mirth of the day, or the 
presentiment of ‘the dreary days which were to come, I 
cannot tell, but Winny’s heart felt heavy as she stood there 
in the old house among the old woods. 

Footsteps came up, crunching the wet gravel; and 
Escott turned round the corner which led to the stables, 
and came suddenly upon her. ‘Burnet is gone, I sup- 
pose,” he said sulkily: “a good thing too. That man is- 
the most insufferable prig I know.” 

Poor man!” said Winny, lightly; “ yes, ho is gone; 
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know I have known him ever since [ was a small child, 
when he used to bring me lovely presents from the toy-shop. 
I remember a pair of doll’s shoes that were very beautiful. 
but would not fit any doll I had.” 

« Well, all I can say is that he is a most consummate 
ass,” said Escott. 

« Come, I won't allow that of my friend,” said Winny, 
brightly. “He may not shine in society, but he has 
plenty. of common sense, and he can draw extremely 
well.” 

“Oh, I beg your friend’s pardon,” said Escott, sardoni- 
cally. “I dare say he is a Raphael and Michael Angelo 
rolled into one; only you must not expect me to see 
it.” 

Winny looked at him with surprise. Until now he had 
never been anything but courteous to her, and now his 
tone was sncoring and downright uncivil. . She said 
nothing, except that after a little pause she announced 
quietly, “I am going in.” If she was hurt her tone did 
not show it. 

Escott said nothing, and she went in, and shut the Jaor 
leaving him standing outside, with the drifting leaves and 
dying ‘sunset. A wild impulse seized him to run after her, 
and tell her he had not meant to be so rude and unman- 
nerly ; but he had been under the dominion of his temper 
all his life, and it conquered him now, even though Winny 
was the victim. For a worse demon than that of mere 
sulkiness had come upon him—the demon of jealousy, 
which had entered into his unguarded citadel, and was there 
doing its best to turn the choicest sweetness of his life to 
gall. 

He walked up and down in the gathering darkness, 
kicking the dry leaves to right and left as they touched 
him, nursing his foolish anger and suspicion. When 
dinner-time arrived, and he came in, not a word could be 
extracted from him; and finally he retreated to his room, 

p 2 
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"having added nothing to the conversation or the pleasant 


ness of the Manor. He was in a very different mood from 
that which had held him the night before. No musings 
over “* Winine ?’—no tender thoughts of Winny. He was 
standing besido his window, when he heard a low peculiar 


whistle outside. He caught up his hat and hastily de- 


scended from his window. The way was easy, for his 
window opened upon a low sloping roof which led to within 
four fect of the ground, part of the kitchen oflices, which 
-had been built and added to the Manor at various times. 
Once arrived at the bottom, he likewise gave an answering 
whistle, and his mysterious visitor and ho soon met with a 
laugh. 

«Come after you myself, you sce, you renegade. I 
couldn’t stand two nights alone one after the other. Ah, 
Armyn ! I know well. cnough what they have been after 
with you—the old story, isn’t it? I should not wonder if 
they made that pretty little Miss Williams lecture you on 
the subject. . Confess now !”’: 

Escott was silent. Mr. Algernon Smith for once had 
guessed the truth—save that no one but her own heart had 


_ impelled Winny to speak on the subject. 


«T tell you what, old fellow, I can’t stand this. It’s all 
very well for you, with your heaps of friends, and good 
name, and all, to give up a poor devil like me because a 


“prim little girl tells you you ought; but- all I can say 


is, that if you treat me in such a rascally way— you, 


- that I’ve looked on as my friend ever. since that South- 
shite match—I shall be very near cutting my throat. 


There.” 
Escott was touched. “I’m mot going to give you up, 


` Algernon. I’ll come and sit with you to-night to prove it, 
= if you like.” 


“Do, my dear follow. I’ve got a new lot of Chartreuse 


_ down that I want you to help me-try.” And the two, 
met Rigs gohe AERAR Egea b Sean ood 
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till they vanished from sight in the shimmering moon- _ 
light. 

Winny's window was the only one which looked out over 
the same corner of the house as Escott’s. She did not seo 
him go, but as she was lying awake, long past midnight— 
for she was not a good sleeper at any time—she heard - 
footsteps on the roof. Burglars, of course, were her first 
thoughts, but tho little thing had plenty of courage, and 
instead of hiding her head under the bed-clothes, as some 
young ladies in her place might have done, she sprang 
up and looked out of the window. Yes—there was tho 
burglar; and she was just about to run away to call for 
help when another look made her stop. It was Escott; 
she could sec his face in the moonlight; Lat he seemed 
more uncertain in his proceedings than was at all necessary 
from the clear moonshine. She coula hear him talking to 
himself in a thick voice; not like his own, and once or 
twice he sat down helplessly on the wet tiles, and seemed 
inclined to stay there. Winny had never seen any cne the 
worse for liquor before, except here and there a drunken 
man iy the street; and at first she thought that he was 
ill. But the terrible certainty came over her before 
long ; and when the -suspense was over, and Escott had 
succeeded in finding his way back to his own room, poor 
little Winny crept back to her bed, and lay sobbing there 
for hours in an intensity of misery she had never known 
before. 

. Some girls might have tried to make the best of it, and 
told themselves that many men had taken too much once 
in their lives, and yet had been none the worse for it after- 
wards. Winny could not comfort herself in this way. 
She loved Escott so dearly that when she saw him thus 
degraded she felt as though it was herself who had been to 
` blame. “I would bear the shame and the punishment 
willingly if I could only save him from the sin,” she sobbed 
to her wet pillow. ‘Tlie blind was up, and the moonlight 
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shone into the room—cruel and cold it seemed to Winny 
as she lay shivering and sobbing in her little white bed. 
It seemed to her such a hopeless sorrow, this one of hers ; 
what could there be in earth or heaven to comfort her, if 
Escott was wicked? Doubtless there was a world of peace, 
and rightousness, and rest ; but what had sho to do with it 
if Escott was shut out? Winny could only lie and sob, 
and pray inarticulate prayers, until she fell asleep at last 
` from sheer exhaustion. 

Sho came down to breakfast the next morning looking 
wan and heavy-eyed, and confessed—not untruly—to a 
bad headache. ‘They wero all very kind to her. Flora 
brought her sal-volatilc, Mrs. Escott brought her silver 
vinaigrette, and Colonel Armyn insisted, in a fatherly 
manner, that she should not overtire herself with work, 
as he was sure she had done yesterday. Escott was not 
down, and Winny was rather relieved ; the remembrance 
of last night was so dreadful to her that it was a relicf to 
her to think of anything else, if she could. 

However, she refused to be idle, and after breakfast 
she made Flora set to work again at tho decorations for 
the wedding. She was rather silent during the first part 
of the morning, until the monotony of their own com- 
pany was relieved by the appearance of Mr. Burnet, who 
came this time with a box of dried heliochrys, which 
he thought might help in their labours. He did not say 
that, in tho absence of any other excuse for seeing Winny 
this day, he had purloined them from a store which he 
had carefully dricd for his Christmas decorations. 

His presence roused Winny up, and she began | to 
rattle and chatter and talk nonsense as though she were 
in the highest spirits. Escott, came in after a time 
hearing the merry voices and laughter in the dining- 
room. He was in a penitent frame of mind this morning, 
and wanted to make up with Winny for the incivility 
with which he had parted from her the day before. But 
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tho sight of Mr. Burnet brought a scowl on his face; 
moro especially when he saw Winny perched on tho 
high window-seat, holding forth and talking nonsense, 
looking prettier than usual ‘from the -spots of scarlet that 
burned on either cheek, and the feverish brightness of her 
eyes. 

Winny often had said that she sometimes felt as if sho 
were two people; she certainly did so to-day. The out- 
wad Winny was a being full of fun and joyousness, 
apparently without a care in the world: at present, as it 
seemed, absorbed in the desire to prove to Mr. Burnet how 
fast ner fingers and her tongue could both go. Winny 
certainly chattered so incessantly that it would have been 
oppressive had it not been for the sweetness of her voice, 
and the softness of her laugh; which made people forgive 
her much. But under this outward show her heart was 
heavy with unshed tears, and every now and then a des- 
perate longing came over her to run away, and hide herself 
in her own room, and cry out her heart there. As this 
could not be, however, the girl laughed and talked all the 
more ; and Mr. Burnet stood by her side and handed her 
the flowers for her to stitch into her work, until she longed 
to drive her needle into him to make him leave her alone. 
How could she have the chance of a word with Escott, if 
he would stand by her all the time ? 

She had no chance. Escott stood in the room for about 
haif-an-hour, with his back to the fire; and then turned, 
and without a word to any one, walked away. He left 
word with tho butler that he was going for a walk, and 
should not be back for luncheon; and Winny saw him no 
_ more that day. Her headache increased in the afternoon, 
and gave her such evident suffering that the others insisted 
upon her going to bed early ; and thus, when Escott camo 
in, he found no one but his own circle assembled in tho 
drawing-rocm. 

« Gone to bed!” he said, with ahalf-sneer. ‘I should 
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have said that she was tolerably well this morning; 1 
never saw a young lady in higher spirits.” 

And the demon of jealousy, which had already entered 
his heart, suggested that Winny had gone to bed because 
she wanted to keep out of his way after her morning’s 
flirtation with Mr. Burnet. 
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CHAPTER X1i. 
MR. BURNET’S PROPOSAL. 


t You were just weak carth, I knew ; 
With much in you waste, with many a weed, 
And plenty of passions run to secd, 

But a little good grain too, 


* And such as you were, I took you for mine: 
Did not you find me yours, 
To watch the olive and wait the vine, 
And wonder when rivers of oil and wine 
Would flow, as the Book assures?” 
BROWNING 


Taere is little use in dwelling minutely on the various 
events of the days which followed these, during Winny’s 
stay at the Manor. To her they were days of monotonous 
gloom, as monotonous as the grey sky and the south-west 
drizzle that marked this last week of November, heavy and 
sunless, till the cyes and the brain began to long wearily 
for a frost or a storm, if the sua were to be denied much 
longer. She could not get a word with Escott—he kept 
out of her way persistently ; and even Flora, who, absorbed 
in her own affairs, was not the most observant of people, 
demanded of her why they had quarrelled. To which 
Winny, putting on the lightest of laughs, so successfully 
that she was quite astonished at her own dissimulation, 
answered that they had not quarrelled that she knew of, but 
that she supposed that Escott had seen too much of her 
lately to care to make himself as agreeable as he used to 
do. Flora was satisfied, and little guessed the bitter heart- 
ache that lay underneath that light answer. 
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Flora was to be married on the first Thursday in 
December, and on the preceding Tuesday Edward Anderson 
was to arrive from Italy. Flora wanted Winny to stay with 
her over the wedding, but Winny would not stay in the 
same house with the bridegroom, and insisted on going 
home on the day before he came. Nest arid Aunt Hermy 
were about to start on somo visits among their relations, 
so as to be away for about three weeks, and to return in 
time for Christmas; and Winny wished to have one 
day to spend with them quietly before they started. So 
it was that on the Monday she said good-bye to the 
inhabitants of the Manor, and set off on her homeward 
walk. 

Escott was standing by the gate as the little figure came 
up to it. “Ono last chance,” thought Winny ; and she 
held out her hand to him, saying cheerily, ‘ Good-bye, 
Escott. Are you coming my way ?” 

He did not answer, but knocked the ashes out of his 
pipe against the gate, and turned with her. Her heart 
was fluttering like a bird in a cage, but she did not betray 
it. 

“ I thought I should not see you to say good-bye,” she 
said ; “and though you have been so chary of your con- 
pany lately, I thought that would be hardly fair.’ 

“I was not chary of my company till I saw it was not 
wanted,” said Escott. 

« What have wo done then ? ” said Winny. “ Escott, is 
it that you have been bearing malice all this time because 
of wiat I said about Mr. Smith ?” 

« No,” said Escott ; “but I’ve seen plainly enough that 
you think me a brute, when any one more suited to you 
comes in the way. That is what it is, Winny, and you aro 
about right,” he added bitterly. ‘‘ But, bad as I am, I 
have cared for you, and loved you os much as a man can ; 
and flesh and blood can’t stand it, when I see that you ` 
don’t care!” : 

f 
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«That I don’t care!” said Winny, perfectly astounded 
at the accusation. 

“No: you can talk and laugh with that ass Bun for 
instance, when you won’t say a word to me. And I tell 
ycu plainly, Winny, if T am not out and out bad, it is 
because I havo had the hope of you before my eyes, and if 
you take that away: a 

What Winny would have said cannot be told, for at this 
moment up came Aunt Immy and Mr. Burnet. How she 
longed for one minute more! Butit was of no use. At 
the sight of Mr. Burnet the cloud came down again over 
Escott’s face; he said grimly, ‘“ You have a better escort 
now, so I will say good-bye ;” and without lifting his eyes 
to mect Winny’s appealing glance, he walked away. 

Mr. Burnet accompanied them to the Panclled House, 
and somewhat astonished Winny by entering without invi- 

tation. Aunt Immy, however, took it as a matter of course ; 
and Winny ran up to her room to take off her out- door 
garments, followed by Aunt Hermy. 

Aunt Hermy put her arms round her, looked meane 
into her face, and then said, ‘‘I think I must prepare you 
a little, Winny. Do you know what Mr. Burnet is come 
for?” 

“To propose to Nest § 2?” said Winny; for these very 
sharp-witted and practical little damsels do sometimes un 
accountably fail to see what is patent to every one else. 

‘© No, my dear,” said Aunt Hermy, rather taken aback ; 
«it is you, Winny. I see it is ‘a great surprise to you; 
but don’t answer in a hurry, dear child. We all think he 
is just the right sort of man for you—so steady and sensi- 
ble, just the ballast our giddy little woman wants.” g 

Upon which Winny sat down on a chair, and said, “ O 
no, indeed, Aunt Hermy ! I can’t possibly!” and laughed 
a little hysterically ; after which she laid her head down 
on the table and burst into & flood of tears. 

« My dear child !” said Aunt Hermy, not understanding 
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what could be the cause of Winny’s distress, which was 
evidently more than a mere nervous fluster. Presently, 
however, she controlled herself with an effort, and said, 
« Won't he be contented without seeing me, Aunt Hermy ? 
For really Iam very sorry, but it is no use whatever his 
coming here.” 

« My dear Winny, don’t be too hasty. I would not for 
the world persuade you to think of accepting a man if 
you don’t care for him; but Mr. Burnet is so excellont 
in overy way! Lot me go to him, and say that you 
can’t answer him suddenly, but that you will consider the 
question.” 

= “O Aunt Hermy, I can’t say that, indeed! I couldn't 
accept him if I considered for ever so long! I can’t 
think,” said Winny, relapsing into tears, ‘‘ why it is that 
other people can laugh and talk with their friends as 

- much as ever they like, and if I just have a little fun 
with an old thing like Mr. Burnet, that I should have 
thought as safe as—as— Oe I get into trouble 
directly !” 

« My dear child, you must learn to be more guarded in 
future,” said Annt Hermy, looking grave. Poor Aunt 
Hermy ! she had never had any love- “experiences of her 
own, and no motherly instinct to tell her what was the 
right way to treat this poor little Winny, whose nature was 
so unlike hers. Anything but kind it was impossible for 
her to be; but kindness alone, grateful though it might 


prove, did not make up to the girl for the utter want of. 


comprehension, involving want of sympathy, between. her 


-and her aunt. 


None the less, however, did she take upon herself the 
disagreeable task of dismissing Winny’s rejected lover, in 
order to spare the child. Perhaps she gave him more hope 
for the future than Winny herself would have done; for 
Aunt. Hermy, having that strong love of match-making 
which we often see in padn ladies who live very retired 
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lives, could not divest herself of the thought that the two 
would make an ideal pair, and that time must make Winny 
perceivo the various excellences of her suitor. 

Then came luncheon, and Nest, who had been with 
Mrs. Heydon upon parochial business, came in to find the 
household in commotion, Winny with crimson checks, 
unable to cat as much as would have satisfied a canary ; 
and Aunt Hermy and Aunt Immy both looking flustered, 
‘and carrying on communication with their eyes, which 
meant unutterable things in Aunt Immy’s case. No sooner 
was the meal over than Aunt Immy sent the two girls into 
the drawing-room, planted herself before the fire, and said, 
“ Stop, Hermy; don’t ring yet. I believe I can tell you 
why that child has refused Mr. Burnet, and it’s a pretty 
kettle of fish too.” ; 

“ Why?” 

“ It’s Jane Heydon who has put me up to it; I pooh- 
poohed her, but all, the way home I’ve been thinking of it, 
and I do believe it’s true!” 

«What is it ?” said Aunt Hermy, imploringly ; but her 
sister was not to be induced to tell one moment before she 
chose. - 

& Jane Heydon said—you know I could not help telling 
her what was going on, though I thought it would be of no 
use to let Nest into it before the proper time—she said 
when I mentioned to her about Mr. Burnet, ‘Well, 
Imogen, all I can say is, that if she accepts him it will 
show she has more sense than I’ve thought of late she 
had, since I’ve seen her so taken up with that good-for- 
nothing young Armyn.’ So I said she was not taken up 
with him, it was only because Flora was a friend of hers 
that she had been there so much of late; and Jane Heydon 
langhed in my face, and said, ‘ Just watch their eyes next 
time you sec them together, that is all.’ Well, Hermy, I 
don’t know about their eyes; but I don’t see why she 
should refuse this poor man so absolutely if she has not 
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somebody else in her mind; and who should it be but 
Escott Armyn? Why, the girl sces nobody clse.” 

Aunt Hermy began to tremble so much that she had to 
sit down in the easy-chair by the fire. When anything 
has escaped your view, and something suddenly happens 
to make you remark it, if it is an object in your range of 
vision, it stands out prominently before all the rest; if it 
isa truth, it burns into your mind at once with the intensity 
of conviction. 

“My dear Immy!” she said in a faltering voice. 
« That wretched boy!” 

« Yes, you may well say that. He is on his way to 
become as great a blackguard as his friend, Mr. Smith. 
Jane Heydon hears from the gardener, Hoskins, whose 
sister is housekeeper there—you remember that old Mrs. 
Salmon, who was nothing much to speak of in her youth 
—well, she says that the goings on there, the drinking and 
gambling, are awful ; and Escott Armyn is there every 
night. I cannot believe that his father knows it. Hoskins 
met hira—Escott Armyn, I mean—coming home one night 
so tipsy that he could not walk straight.” 

« My dear Immy!” said poor Aunt Hermy, whose face 
had grown paler and paler. ‘‘ But Winny can’t know it: 
if she has aay fancy for him she will give it up when she 
hears this.” am 

‘I can’t say anything about Winny,” said Miss Imogen. 
*¢ Girls take odd fancies into their heads sometimes ; and 
certainly when I walked down with Mr. Burnet, and met . 
the two together, they looked extremely confidential. As 
I said before, if it’s true, it’s a pretty kettle of fish to have 
to meddle with.” 

“T will go up at once and find out ” said Aunt Hermy, 
wiping her eyes. ‘‘ And if it is as we fear, Immy, what 
shall we do? Shall I take Winny with me, or what ? ” 

“« You can’t do that, with all this wedding nongenso 
coming on,” said Auntlmmy. ‘‘ And considering that tha 
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Peldons have only one spare room, and that you, Nest, 
and Winny can’t all sleep in one bed, I don’t see how you 
can propose to take her there. You must leave her with 
me, and I’ll keep her out of mischief, poor little thing, til] 
you come back.” 

Aunt Hermy sighed heavily, and walked slowly up-stairs. 
Winny was standing by the window, and Nest kneeling by 
the fire. They had been carrying on one of those sisterly 
discussions, with long pauses between each response from 
Nest, which were the most usual form of important con- 
versation between these two. 

“« Winny, my dear,” the aunt said, hurriedly, ‘‘ come 
into my room, will you? I want to talk to you.” 

Winny followed obediently, and went and sat herself 
down on the window-seat. Grey and moist as the morn- 
ing had been, it had cleared a little now ; the clouds were 
no longer of a uniform tint, but graduated, some more 
some less softly, from bluish grey to yellowish white. On 
the horizon was a space of clear white behind the leafless 
trees, and the wind was rising, and moaned in the crevices 
of the old house. The fireless room was cold, and Winny 
shivered ; her aunt saw it, and took a warm shawl and put 
it round her. Winny lifted up her face for a grateful kiss 
with a pathetic, deprecating smilé, which went to her aunt's 
heart. Poor little face !—it had grown very thin and smali, 
and the big eyes had heavy blue rings round them now. 
The shadow of the Manor had fallen upon her heart at last. 

« Winny, my darling,” said Aunt Hermy, with a sort of 
choking in her voice, ‘‘it is not because you care for any 
one else that you have refused Mr. Burnet—is it ? ” 

-Winny sat still and looked out of the window without 
answering for awhile. Then she said softly, ‘‘ Yes, Aunt 
Hermy.” te 

« My child, it is not Escott Armyn ?” 

« Yes, itis. I can’t help it,” said Winny; “I do care 
for him very much.” 
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“But, my poor Winny,” said tender-hearted Aunt 
Hermy, beginning to cry herself, though Winny was quite 
composed and quiet—almost too impassive, any one might 
havo said who had not noticed the quick heave of the chest, 
or seen the nervous catching of tho breath. ‘‘ My poor 
little one, you know he is not the sort of man we could let 


you marry. We don’t blame you, Winny ; we blame our- 


selves for not haying kept you out of his way.” 

«Do you mean never, Aunt Hermy ?” said Winny, with 
her arms extended to their full- length in front of her, 
clasping her knees, and her hands tightly locked together. 
Her voice almost died away as she spoke ; but she cleared 
it with an effort. ‘Indeed you don’t know how hard he 
tries to be good. You must not say never. It will just 
be the ruin of him—he told me as much.” Aud she stood 
up and looked imploringly with great beseechiug eyes, like 
those of a dumb animal that tries to speak with them what 
if has no words to say. Poor child! the words which 
‘came so readily to her lips for all small matters seemed to 
choke her now before she could say them in this matter 
where the essence of her life was concerned. 

Aunt Hermy was crying bitterly, but she could not yield 
for all that. ‘* Winny, I can’t tell you how I reproach 
myself—how I shall never cease reproaching _ myself 
for haying brought trouble on you by my carelessness. 
But I must not make it worse by letting you have your. 
way in this. Winny, do you know that he—drinks ?” 

She looked for a start oy a shrinking of horror from 


~ Winny, but all she heard was a half-whispered, ‘‘ I know ; 


thought no one elso knew.” 
‘Don’t you see yourself that it is out of the question ? 


- Would such a man be a fit husband for a Christian girl, 


Winny? Would ho be likely to help you to be good—to 
steady you and make you better all your life? Would he 
not rather drag you back-? ” 

~ “I don’t know,” said Winny; ‘but I know I should 
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help him. He always says I do. I suppose it’s wrong, 
but I can’t help fecling that I shouldn’t care whether he 
helped me or not so long as I helped him, and I know I 
should do that. Aunt Hermy, ever since he has been here 
I have always known that though I am silly and foolish, 
and like chattering, and nonsense, and admiration, and all 
sorts of things I ought not, I can manage Escott as nobody 
else can. I know I could keep him out of mischief, if once 
we were married, Aunt Hermy. And he was only waiting 
till he was once started for himself, out of his father’s 
hands, before he said anything about it, because he was 
afraid Colonel Armyn would object. O Aunt Hermy, please 
don’t come in the way between us!” 

“ But, my dear child, even your influence, you see, can’t 
keep him straight when you are with him now. Winny, 
you don’t know what a fearful thing drink is, or how irre- 
sistible if it is once indulged. If ever you were to marry 
a man who was known to drink, it would only be in direct 
opposition to our wishes. And, Winny,” said Aunt Hermy, 
tremulously, ‘‘ surely we who have been to you in the 
place of your dead parents, and have had the sole charge 
of you since you were four years old, may have some right 
to counsel and advise you in the most solemn choice of 
your life.” 

“ Aunt Hermy,” said Winny, breaking down at last and 
sobbing, “I can’t tell what to do. I wouldn't for the world 
go against your wishes, you know I wouldn’t; but I can’t 
promise to give Escott up altogether. You couldn’t if you 
were in my place. O Aunt Hermy, have pity on me! 
And Escott was jealous of Mr. Burnet; I know he was, A 
and I thought it was all his nonsense. I never dreamed 
there could be any truth in it. I must tell him, and scet it 
right.” ` 

Poor Aunt Hermy ! she, in her perplexity and pain, was 
~ perhaps almost more to be pitied than Winny. For what 
pain is grenter to a sensitive nature than that of giving 
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pain to others, especially to those who lio helpless and 
defenceless in your hands? But her true love for what 
she thought was Winny’s real good made her persist until 
she drew a promise from her that she would not move in 
ihe matter without her aunts’ sanction, or take any steps 
without their knowledge. Unfortunately, whilo Winny 
only understood by this promise that she was not to at- 
tempt to see or to write to Escott without telling them, 
Aunt Hermy construed it into a definito agreement that 
she was to follow their wishes in having nothing more to 
do with him. She did not recognise that her authority 
over her niece’s actions did not extend to her heart. As 
far as regarded the rest, Winny was not of age for a year 
and a-half, and thus legally in her aunts’ power ; but any 
legal strain is abhorrent to those who, like Aunt Hermy, 
haye always sought to rule by the law of love. 

At last the child was free ; and she crept into the dining- 
room, and crouched in the corner by the fire, too much 
ipent to care to employ herself or to speak. But the thought 
that was in her mind was not so much ‘I will keep him at 
any cost,” as “ I will save him at any cost. If he is weak 
and sinful—my poor old fellow!—all the more reason that I 
should devote myself to him and love him, as no one clse 
will No; Iam sure God will not think it wrong, if Aunt 
Hermy does. ‘To seck and to save that which was lost.’ 
O Escott, what wouldn’t I give to save you |” 
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“They told you many fine stories, 
And made a great ado; 
But what was my spirit’s torment 
They neither said nor knew. 


“They made a mighty clatter, 
And shook their heads with dole; 
They call’d me a fiend of evil, 
And you believed the whole.” 
HEINE. 


Aunt Hermy’s labours were not over yet. That afternoon 
she clad herself-in the soft maroon shawl which her nieces 
insisted upon her wearing at every opportunity, and drove 
in the little pony-carriage to the Manor. Happily for her, 
poor woman, Colonel Armyn was at home, and she was 
shown at once into his study. 

‘¢ Sit down, Hermione,” he said, drawing the only easy- 
chair the room possessed—one never used by him—to the 
fire. The wind had turned to the east, and grown chilly 
as well as damp by this time; and the warm blaze which 
he poked up was welcome. 

And then poor Aunt Hermy plunged at once into her 
troubles. 

« Hugh, I havo been very much astonished to-day. Had 
you—had you any idea of an attachment between Winny 
and Escott ?” 

* An attachment? Do you mean a secret engagement?” 
said the Colonel, hastily and a little peremptorily. 
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“No. At least, if it amounted to an engagement, it was 
an understood one. As far as I can make out, it began as 
ono of those boy-and-girl likings that take shape uncon- 
sciously. Winny was perfectly open about it when 1 
asked her. O Hugh! I have always fancied to myself 
that I acted the part of a mother to those two girls; and 
now Nest’s happiness is wrecked for life, perhaps, and 
Winny: 

“ Yes,” said Colonel Armyn, shaking his head sorrow- 
fully; “I can’t wonder that you don’t think my poor boy 
good enough for her. If it were only for my own sake that 
‘I speak, I could not be too glad that Escott should have 
fixed his choice on any one brought up by you.” 

« Winny owes all the good in her to any one rather than 
to me,” said Aunt Hermy, in her humility. 

“But I see perfectly that this will not do. And although 
he is my son, and I have endeavoured to do my best with 
him, as far as I know it, I know too well what he is to 
sacrifice any girl whose happiness I value to him—poor 
Cordelia’s daughter least of all.” . 

Colonel Armyn spoke dejectedly enough ; so much so 
that Aunt Hermy hardly had the. heart to go on with what 


` she had to tell him. 


“T can’t bear to mention what I have to say to you 
about him, Hugh, and yet I must. It is not only becauso 
he is perverse and wilful, and harsh tempered, that I dare 
not trust Winny to him. Do you know of any propensities 
he has shown ?” 

Poor Aunt Hermy, in her desire of putting it in the 
mildest form, had raised the wildest fears in her auditor. 


- Colonel Armyn turned quite white, and said, ‘ What pro- 


pensities, Hermione ?” in a tone as if he had just received 


a shot, ; 
« Propensities to drinking. They say he is at Mr. 


Algernon Smith’s night altor night, and comes home the 


worse for drink.. Winny knew it, “but said that she thought 
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no one else did. But I fear it is the common talk about 
the place.” 

“I did not know it,” said Colonel Armyn, in a tone 
more like his own. ‘You will give me credit for not 
knowing it, Hermione, or I would never have had your 
poor little girl in his way. But how did she come to know 
it?” 

“ I can’t fell. Poor child! it was evidently such a sore 
point altogether that I could not harrow her. But I fear 
it is true, for nothing but the cvidence of her eyes would 
make her believe anything against him.” 

“Ts it so far gone with her as that, poor child ?” said 
Colonel Armyn, compassionately. ‘‘ Then, however we 
settle it, I fear there can be nothing but trouble in store 
for her, Ido not pity Escott: whatever he will have to 
undergo is his own fault ; but I do pity that poor bright, 
merry little girl. How can we soften it to her ?” 

« What do you think of doing?” ` 

* Merely telling him that it is out of the question that 
Winifred and he should think of one another,” said Colonel 
Armyn ; “mid eventually sefiding him out of the way, as 
soon as I can find anywhere to send him. I can’t do so 
on a moment's notice; you would not insist upon my 
doing that, Hermione ? ”, 

«“& No, no, Hugh. Besides, Winny is a good child, and 
will not do anything underhand. Wait by all means, until 
you find some one that you can trust him to. Poor 
fellow!” ; 

‘“‘Tt is a sad business,” said Colonel Armyn. ‘I wish 

- we had never come here to disttirb your peace, Hermione. 
You were happy enough before we camc.” 

« One cannot foresee these things,” said Miss Rivers, 
sadly. 

_ “No; and now I must investigate this charge that you 
bring against him. Can you tell me who else has spoken 
of it besides Winifred ? ” 
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Aunt Hermy told all she knew as well as she could, and 
then took her departure. She saw Winny’s eyes that 
evening resting upon her imploringly, in a way that made 
her feel absolutely guilty of conspiracy ; but she would not 
say anything to her before she had heard from Colonel 
Armyn, who, she trusted, although it was something like 
hoping against hope, might throw some new light upon the 
question. What new light there could be to throw seemed 
doubtful; but poor Aunt Hermy, in her unhappiness on 
her little niece’s account, was like a drowning man catch- 
ing at a straw. 

Meanwhile poor perverse Escott, who with all his 
weakness, self-indulgence, and ill-temper, was not alto- 
gether the fiend that Aunt Hermy’s imagination painted 
him, and had spent these last few days in alternating 
paroxysms of jealousy, wrath, and remorse, had been sum- 
moned to account by his father. Escott hated the very 
sight of his father’s study, although it fell to his lot to 
work there every morning, and familiarity might havo les- 
sened his aversion to it. But to him the bare soldierly 
simplicity of the room implied the ascetic spirit which, in 
his father, half irritated, half rebuked him. His was that 
eager, almost childish clutch at the good things of life that 
backs itself up by the theory of ‘‘all things are lawful unto 
me,” and spurns the sequel of the proposition, ‘ but all 
things are not expedient;” and so, unlike St. Paul, by 
pursuing all lawful pleasures to their fullest extent, he was 
brought ‘‘ under the power” of them, and of somo unlaw- 
ful ones too. 

“Escott,” said the father, very gravely, “I hear that 
there is something between you and Winifred Williams. 
I want to talk to you about it, if it is true.” 

« What if it is?” said Escott, with a defiant flash of his 
eyes, and a fierce compression of his lips, not favourable 
to his father’s examination. ‘‘And who told you so?” he 
added. 
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«Miss Rivers has been here. She has told me what, 
under the circumstances, I suppose I may fairly tell you. 
Burnet made an offer of marriage to Winifred to-day.” 

Escott muttered something which was as well unheard, 
and his father went on. 

“She refused him, to her aunt’s disappointment, and 
when Miss Rivers questioned her, she owned that there 
was some understanding between herself and you. Now, 
Escott, I don’t mean to go into the question as to whether 
you ought to have spoken to me about it first. On the 
whole, we are not on such cordial terms, perhaps, that I 
could have expected it; but I should like to hear the terms 
on which you stand.” 

“I don’t know that we stand on any,” said Escott, in a 
voico a shade less sullen than usual. The kindness of his 
father’s manner gave him hopes which, alas! were not 
built on too strong a foundation. ‘‘ We are not engaged. 
If Winny were to marry Burnet or anybody else to-morrow, 
I don’t know that I should have any right to speak. Iwould 
not ask her to engage horself until I was independent, be- 
cause I did not know how things might turn out.” 

« And since when—I hope I am not asking you questions 
which you had rather not answer—but when did you first 
become attached to her ?” 

‘¢ When I first saw her,” said Escott. 

“© What, four years ago ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I am sorry for this; I am very sorry,” said Colonel 
Armyn. ‘‘ But her aunts, who aro also her guardians, say 
that they cannot possibly consent to an engagement belweer 
you.” : 

“ Why not?” said Escott, starting up. 

« My poor fellow, I don’t wish to bo harder upon you 
than I can help; but look at your own past carcer, and see 
if you can expect them to think you a person likely to make 
Winifred’s life happy ?” 
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«“ Yes, I can!" said Escott, fiercely. ‘I dare to swear 


that no ono will ever make her life happier than I will!” 


And he walked up and down the room with a furious stride, 
ns if swift movement were the only way of Ictting out the 
passion which possessed him. 

Perhaps a man of less straighiforward, soldicrly calibro 
than Colonel Armyn might have shirked the question of 
the drunkenness, for fear of further enraging his son. But 
when a thing had to be done, he was not given to pro- 

" erastination. 

“Miss Rivers has heard,” said Colonel Armyn, “ that 
you—in fact, that unfavourable reports about you have been 
going about among the village people; and poor little 
Winifred, who was most anxious not to say anything 
against you, could not contradict them. You are charged 
with going almost every evening to Mr. Algernon Smith's 
to drink and gamble, and it is said that you have been met 
more than once intoxicated on your way back. Is this 
true?” 

“So they have been turning Winny against me too,” 
said Escott, in a fury which could hardly be said to be 


_ suppressed. ‘Well, they must take the consequences, 


that is all.” 

«I hope you will have gentlemanly feeling enough not 
to annoy that poor child,” said Colonel Armyn. 

«I shall-not annoy her, sir,” said Escott, bitterly. 
‘You need not be afraid. I shall leave her alono hence- 
forward.” . 

« You had better do so,” said Colonel Armyn ; ‘ for her 


- aunt says that Winny has very rightly promised to be 
guided by her.” 


« Has she ?” said Escott, with a short laugh, which had 


“no-merriment in it, but only inexpressible bitterness. 


t Yes; and therefore you will do well not to try to in- 


-terfere between them. Butas to the charge brought against 


you, Escott, I gather that you cannot contradict it ?” 
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“I should not try to contradict it in any case,” said 
Escott. ‘ You can find out all about it from your friends, 
sir, and believe as much or as little as you like. I have 
not forgotten how you refused to believe my word on the 
last oecasion.” 

“If you have nothing else to say, you had bette: go,” 
said his father, gravely, and Escott went out of the room, 
and out of the house. All sense of his own misdeeds was . 
for the present lost in the one idea that Winny had deserted 
him. He tore out of the village, over the downs beyond 
the valley, almost beside himself with rage and bitterness. 
“So sho could give me up, after all—little false thing!” 
he said aloud, when he was alone. ‘* Who would trust a 
woman, if they could help it? And I did trust her—I 
trusted her promise that she would stick to me. I believed 
in her, but now I will never believe in anything again. - 
Well, if she hears harm of me now, she ‘ll know whose 
doing it is. I always warned her of it. Algernon is right 
about women after all. They just like to amuse themselves 
with us, and then throw us over. 

‘© Well, I’ve burnt my fingers, but I shall take care 
never to go near the fire again. Upon my word, I believe 
I know now how people come to put an end to themselves. 
I won’t, though! Why should I care for her more than 
she cares for me? No, I'll show her that I don't care— 
not a pin. - I used to have scruples because of her, but now 
I shall have none. Hurrah for a free and jolly life!” But 
all the time he was most miserable, and he knew it in his 
heart of hearts. At last, after several hours’ wandering, 
lic returned to the Manor, too tired with the excitement 
of mind and body to care to spend this ovening at 
Mr. Algernon Smith's, and only fit to throw himself upon 
his bed and sleep. : 

Long after he was asleep, however, Colonel Armyn was 
pacing his room in troubled meditation. Escott was tho- 
subject of his thoughts, and he was none the happier fora 
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certain misgiving which had begun to attack him, that hig 
system of management of his son had been radically wrong 

and that all his theories had been falsified by practice 

“Poor fellow! I wish I had not brought Winifred’s namo 
into the discussion,” he said to himself. ‘‘ Suppose that 
his love for her is more than a boy’s first fancy, may not this 
make him more reckless than he is ? Let us only hope that 
it did not go very deep.” And then the father began te 
turn over all manner of hopes and plans for his son’s refor- 
mation, and finally knelt down before the uncurtained 
window, through which the frosty stars were shining, and 
prayed ‘‘for him who never prayed for himself,” as old 
Bishop Ken’s prayer words it. He little thought that 
hardly a stone’s throw off, the girl whom he looked upon 
as a mere merry frivolous child lay sobbing out her un- 
spoken prayer for Escott too. “I always knew our love 
would be unhappy if it came to anything,” she said to her- 
self, looking back with that strange retrospective glance 
which so often deccives us, making us think that our present 
knowledge was always latent before the fact occurred which 
gave it to us. 

« Oh, I hope he won’t be angry with me! I couldn’t 
help telling when Aunt Hermy asked me. I couldn’t de- 
ceive her!” she thought, as she went over the occurrences 
of the day. ‘If only I could do anything for him!” Then 
Winny began to think of stories she had heard about tho 
power of will—whether, if she willed sufficiently strongly, 
she might have influence enough over Escott to save him, 
though absent from him. And then, poor child, she re- 
membered the words—‘‘ The prayer of a righteous man 
availeth much,” and thought she would try harder than 
over to be good, if so, or anyhow, her prayers might avail 
for poor Escott. The dread that he might fulfil his threat, 
and ‘‘go to tho bad,” as he said, if they were separated, 
was stronger upon her than the gviof for her ill-starrod love. 
There was just one hope—the day of the wedding, when’ 
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ehe must see him and hear what he thought of it all, and 
whether he was angry, 

So the girl tossed about, while the stars looked down 
upon her like the eyes of friends out of the frosty sky. 
The grey dreary weather was passing, and the sky seemed 
clearing up for winter cold. Perhaps all her troubles 
would pass in like manner. So at last she fell asleep a 
iittle comforted. 

Ah, Winny, you do not yot know that it is the ‘‘ bitter 
wind clear from tho north, that blows the mist aside,” and 
the name of it is a name that strong men shrink and blench 
from. But if you dare to face it, you may yet gain your 
heart’s desire. 
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FLORA’S WEDDING. 


“ When twain are parting asunder, 
Their hands in each other’s lie, 
Lhey begin to weep for sorrow, 
And endlessly they sigh. 


u We wept not when we parted, 
We sigh’d not ‘ Alas, how hard!’ 
The weeping and the sighing, 
They follow’d afterward.” 
: HEINE, 


On tho appointed day—the day before the wedding— 
Aunt Hermy and Nest departed for their fortnight’s ab- 
sence. Aunt Hermy had made her promise that when 
the wedding was over she would not go to the Manor, nor 
hold any communication with Escott, unless with Aunt 
Immy’s sanction, a saving clause suggested by Winny 
herself; and Winny had consented, feeling sure that she 
would be able to find an occasion suitable for a talk with 
Escott at the wedding. Nest had not comforted her 


“much, ‘TI only wish you could forget him, Winny, for 1 
‘am sure he will never make you happy, and it is no good 


going on with anybody that you can’t trust.” Then they 
had gone, leaying Winny alone with Aunt Immy, who 


_had been unusually and laboriously kind all day, and had 
‘yen bidden her to get out the draught-board, and pro- 
"posed a gamo at that exciting amusement. But Winny, 
_ though she obediently did as she was told, could not find 
~~ the same interest in the performance that sho had done 
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at six years old, and Aunt Immy seemed quite disap- 
pointed that she showed so little exultation at winning. 
Winny felt rather as if she were a draughtman herself, 
obliged to move diagonally, not straight, towards her 
object, and liable to be hopped over and taken if she 
took any step by herself. At last, after some time, she 
gave a great sigh, and Aunt Immy told her that she had 
better go to bed if she were tired; it was not good 
manners to sigh like that. But after this little rebuke sho 
relented and said— 

“There, you had better make yourself ready for 
to-morrow. I should not like to be bridesmaid to the 
girl that man jilted poor Nest for; but girls have no 
feeling now-a-days, so I suppose it is all right.” 

“I wish I had none,” said poor little Winny to her 
self, galled by restraint for the first time in her happy 
life. 

The next morning she awoke betimes with a revival of 
hope in her heart. She would seo Escott to-day; she 
would be able to talk to him, and to tell him about 
Mr. Burnet, and to persuade him to be patient and steady, 
and wait quictly until her aunts came round. She was 
sure they would do so before long. ‘They were too kind 
to her, they had her happiness too much at heart, to 
make her miserable all her life. And then she rose, and 
dressed herself in the creamy white merino with scarlet 
trimmings, which was so pretty that in itself it raised her 
spirits. Tho frosty air and bright sunshine, too, were 
marvellously exhilarating after the warm fogs of November ; 
and yet once again Winny came down to breakfast, look- 
ing quite gay and light-hearted, as she used to look. She - 
was of so essentially hopeful a nature that a little drop 
of comfort revived her, when another would have needed 
a whole flagon. Aunt Immy wondered to herself how it 
was that a little piece of excitement could change the 
child’s whole nature, and make her eyes dance and sparkle 
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as they did this morning, when all the last night she had 
seemed on the point of bursting into tears; but she was 
too well content with the change to comment upon it. 
Then Winny went and arrayed herself in her scarlet cloak, 
and in the pretty little scarlet and white bonnet which 
was most becoming to her dark espicgle prettiness; and 
so was all ready when the close carriage came for her 
from the Manor. 

She had fancied that Escott might come for her in it ; 
but, on a second thought, she perceived that this would be 
hardly to be expected under the circumstances ; so that 
this first disappointment sat lightly on her mind. ‘ How 
odd that I should be thinking so little of poor Nest!” she 
thought. “I am afraid I must be very selfish, for my 
own affairs to fill up my mind so much more than hers. 
But after all, I can’t be so sorry that this should give me 
a chance of seeing Escott, and settling everything with 
him. And Edward Anderson was never half good enough 
for Nest.” 

Then came the arrival at the busy house, where every 
one was looking for something imperatively necessary, 
which of course wis not to be found. Edward Anderson 
was in a terrible fidget about the ring, which proved to bo 
in his pocket; and after that about the licence, which 
Colonel Armyn had possessed himself of for safety. Flora 
could not find her best handkerchief, and the bridesmaids 
could find no pins. In a bustle like this, Winny was in 
her element. In a very few minutes she had evolved 
order from chaos, and the licence, the handkerchief, and 
the pins were all in the hands to which they belonged, 
much to tho satisfuction of every one concerned. But 
she had not yet seen Escott when the four bridesmaids 
were put into a carriage, and trundled off to church, 
whither, in course of time, arrived the rest of the party, 


and the wedding took place. 
Winny listened with a new sensation to the well-known 
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homily, beginning, “‘ All ye that are married, or that intend 
to take the holy estate of matrimony upon you.” For 
she, with all her heart, did intend this at some future 
time: not in disobedience to her aunts’ desire, but with a 
cheerful, instinctive certainty that it would come all right. 
Nevertheless, one or two of the sentences in that homily 
jarred upon her somehow. ‘They all seemed to imply that 
the wife must be led by the husband, and look up to him, 
as Aunt Hermy had remarked ; while she felt that, weak 
as she knew herself to be, if ever she became Escott's 
wife her love would be the enwrapping and enfolding one, 
his the enwrapped and enfolded. The only thing she 
could take to herself was, ‘That if any obey not the word, 
they also may, without the word, be won by the conversa- 
tion of the wives.” And what if she should fail him even 
in this ? 

But the service was over; the bride—who was ex- 
tremely self-possessed and looked -very handsome—had 
fone into the vestry, and as Winny was standing outside 
in the chancel she found herself close to Escott. She put 
out her hand to him; but apparently he did not see it, for 
at the samo moment he turned away and spoke to one of 
the wedding guests, who was standing beside him. ‘‘ Never 
mind,” thought Winny, ‘‘I shall see him when we get 
back again, and of course we could not have talked here.” 
And so, though a certain misgiving seized her when she 
caught sight of his gloomy face, as they went back across 
the churchyard to their carriages, she put it from her, and 
was the life and merriment of the party during the next 
hour. But the merriment was more forced towards the 
end of tho time than those who heard the gay laugh and 
saw the bright eyes and flushed cheeks could have 
imagined, for Escott did not appear at all in the drawing- 
room, and Winny’s heart began to sink with a vague 
misgiving—she did not know what. 

Tt did not fall to her lot to sit near him at the breakfast. 
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He was seated some little way down the table ; not so far, 
though, but that he could hear the sweet, gay voice, 
laughing and chattering pretty, harmless nonsense, not 
wiity enough to repeat, but witty enough to amuse for the 
moment. Yet he might have noticed that there was a 
certain strained ring in it, instead of tho gleefulness that 
used to be so joyous in its tonces—that gleefulness which 
no one would ever hear again. But Escott was too much 


_ enwrapt in his own selfish anger against the world in 
- general to notico this; and all the comment which other 


people made upon Winny was to say, some approvingly, 
some condemningly, ‘* What very high spirits that little 
Miss Williams has! She would bo very pretty, really, if 
-she were not so thin; there is nothing of her—nothing 
whatever.” 

Breakfast was over at last, and Winny was free. Now 
was hor chance, and what was more, her last chance, of a 
word with Escott. She saw him standing in the hall; she 
was just making her way towards him, when he turned 
away, and joined a group of people who were standing in 
the doorway. Winny withdrew discomfited. The bride 
and bridegroom came down and took their departure ; and 
as Flora’s cousin, Alice Escott, the first bridesmaid, was 
shy, Winny had to come forward and throw the old shoe— 
that ceremony which always seems to produce so much 


- more mirth than its intrinsic wit requires, perhaps becauso 
the innate dreariness of a wedding party makes the signal 
- of breaking up so acceptable. She performed her office 


deftly, and then carriages began to drive round to the 
door to convey away the much- enduring guests. Mr. Hey- 


don’s was to` take her home. ‘he opportunity was nearly 
over now, but Winny made one more ‘attempt. Shc - 
* ensconced herself in a corner of the drawing-room, and 
requested, a certain small, self-possessed six years old 


‘Miss Escott, who had been her fellow-bridesmaid, to find 


ma her consin Escott, and to ask him to come to her, for that 
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she wished before going away to ask him about something _ 
she had left behind on Monday. 

This was a forlorn hope of Winny's. It was true thnt 
she had left a pair of gloves behind her, but they would 
have been more easily recovered by her running up-stairs 
and looking into the drawer in which she had left them. 
But she would have dared everything to have had one 
instant’s speech with Escott. After this once she was 
bound in honour not to talk to him, even if she met him 
—she must explain how matters stood, at whatever cost. 
She waited with feverish impatience until her small mes- 
senger came back. ‘‘He is very sorry,” said Miss Ada, 
in her clear childish tones, which rang across the room, 
“ but he can’t come just now. If you will tell the butler 
what you have lost, he will see that it is sent safely after 
you.” : 

There- were plenty of people in the room who smiled 
and looked amused at this little scene. ‘Ah, yes, that is 
it! that little girl is a wee bit fast, notwithstanding worthy 
Miss Rivers’ labours, and has been making up to young 
Armyn more than he desires, apparently.” Winny, poor 
child, saw the smile and the whisper, and was too quick 
not to see what it implied. At another time such an insi- 
nuation would have hurt her deeply, but now Escott’s own 
nand had hurt her more, so that she hardly felt the lesser 
pain. But the instinct of self-preservation made her begin 
a merry conversation, half sense, half nonsense, with little 
Ada, whose demureness was something quite diverting, 
when contrasted with Winny’s playfulness. No one who 
saw her could have dreamed that she was ready to cry all 
the time she was laughing and talking nonsense with tho 
child, or that she was saying over and over to herself in her 
heart of hearts, ‘“ What can he mean, and why should he 

- be angry with me? what have I done?” 

At last Mr. Heydon’s carriage came round, and the 

scarlet cloak went round among the guests, saying good- 
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bye, and ‘* how well it has all gone off.” When she came 
to Ada, however, that young lady said, ‘“ Have you foun 
what you sent me to ask about ? May I see it?” 

« No, Ada,” said Winny, stooping to kiss her, while a 
pang shot through her heart that what shoe had ‘sent tc 
ask about” might never be found—never to the end of 
their lives: “and in that case, God help us both!” she 
‘thought. But she had presence of mind enough to turn to 
Ada’s sister, Alice, and to say, ‘‘ It is not a good time to 
ask about lost property when a house is turned upsido 
down, is it?” 

And having thus covered her retreat, she shook hands 
hastily with Colonel Armyn, and got into the carriage. 
The shadows of the short December day were closing 
already, and there was a blue, rimy mist over the ground. 
Winny felt very cold ; but more because hope had gone 
out of her heart than warmth out of her body. She said 
very little during the drive; but when she came in, sho 
went up-stairs and threw off the gay dress, with a sense of 

, disgust ; feeling that she should never bear to look at it 
again. 

She sat crouching by the fire on her little footstool, in 
her homely grey dress, for hours that afternoon, in a sort 
of maze of pain: all the gladness and sunshine gone out 
of her eyes, only too happy to be alone. Yet how she had 
reckoned on this last opportunity of speech with Escott, 
nobody could have guessed—she herself could not have 
guessed until it was over; and instead of hopeful, kindly 
words for her memory to dwell upon, there was nothing 
but blank silence, and the remembrance of his resentful 
eyes and clouded brow, for the vision of him which would 
henceforth come into her thoughts uncalled for, phate ver 
she did and wherever she went. 

But sad though she was, her heart was too sore to bear 
` the touch of any hand, however gentle; and Aunt Immy’s 
Hand, with all her good intentions, seemed to have pricks 
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on it when it probed such a wound as Winny’s. With the 
instinct of molluses and all soft things, Winny put herself 
into an attitude of defence from sympathy. Her shell was 
the affectation of high spirits; and her aunt thought how 
fortunate it was that she should take things so easily, and 
keep her spirits up so well, notwithstanding this unlucky 
contretemps about Escott Armyn. “So different from 
Nest,” said Aunt Immy to herself. ‘I really believe that 
girl nearly broke her heart, poor dear! Well, everybody 
has their own way of taking things; but Winny will never 
die of a broken heart—that’s plain.” 

That night, when the household was gone to bed, Aunt 
Immy, who always took it as part of her duty to walk 
round the house and to see that all the doors were locked 
and all the shutters fast, heard a strange sound as sho 
passed Winny’s room. Itwas a sound like a low moaning, 
as of some one in sharp bodily pain. Aunt Immy opened 
the door and looked in. There was not a sound to be 
heard. The plump little woman walked as noiselessly as ` 
she could, shading her candle, to Winny’s bed; but it 
seemed as though Winny were asleep, for she was perfectly 
motionless, only her small dark head to be seen, and her 
face pressed into the pillow. 

« Winny !” said Aunt Immy, gently; but there was no 
answer ; and not wishing to wake the girl, she went out of 
the room again, thinking that it must have been her funcy. 

But to Winny, who lay awake through four or five of 
the long hours of that night, it seemed as if life would be 
unendurable. If it had been’a case for undoubted sub- 
mission and obedience, Winny would have been able to 
bear it better; but Escott’s words went on ringing in her 
cars, “If Iam not out and out bad, it is because I have 
the hope of you before my eyes, and if you take that 
away: ” and she could not make up her mind whether 
she would have been most right not to give her aunt the 
promise that she had required—whcether, in fulfilling her 
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_ Escott, whose only hope sho was. ‘‘ What shall I do, 
> what shall Ido?” she moaned to herself; but she could, 
` come to no ‘conclusion. Poor little thing! thee perplexities 
-were not sot at rest by the timo that weariness overcame 
a Wer, and she fall. into a weary ‘and pie ancod alee 


: duty to her, she was forgetting hor duty to Escott—poor : 
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CHAPTER XVL 


AN AFTERNOON'S WAITING, 


“Then marvel not if such as bask 
In purest light of innocence, 
Hope against hope in love's dear task, 
Spite of all dark offence. 
lf they who hate the trespass most, 
Yet, when all other love is lost, 
Love the poor sinner, marvel not; 
Christ’s mark outwears the darkest blot.” 
KEELE. 


Tue fortnight that elapsed after Flora’s wedding was one 
which Escott could never bear to look back upon in after 
days. He used to think that he would willingly give the | 
rest of his life if that one fortnight could be cut out from 
the past. And no wonder, considering how it was passed. 
The passionate license of his mother’s race possessed him 
wholly, and turned him with a sort of sickening revulsion 
against all the good impulses at work in his soul; he was 
furious against his father, whom he credited with having 
come in the way between himself and Winny, and more 
than furious with Winny, who he thought had weakly ` 
thrown him over to please her aunts; and he threw him- 
self entirely into the hands of Mr. Algernon Smith—with 
what results it is needless to say. What good resolves 
had beon -hitherto kept were thrown to the winds in his 
< passion; what evil ones he had hitherto held at bay were 
held at bay no longer. As Dante says of his condemned 
epirits, Ede ; 
‘Tet us not speak of him, but glance and pass,” 
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He had the Manor House to himself during this period 
of orgy, for Colonel Armyn, who had gone to London the 
day after Flora’s wedding, in search for some suitable 
place to send him to, unfortunately managed to sprain his 
knee severely, by slipping on a frozen slide, and was Jaid 
up for more than a week at his hotel, undor penalty of 
permanent lameness if he over-exerted himself too soon ; 
so that he was out of the way and could not interfere in 
what Escott might choose to do in his absence. And so 
Escott had his own way, and was filled with the fruit of 
his own deyices. 

Poor Winny, meantime, was very lonely and miserable, 
though she still veiled her misery under an appearance 
of high spirits. Every morning she awoke weary and 
languid, feeling as though she could not bear to mect the 
coming daylight and familiar faces, and only wished to 
hide hor head under the bed-clothes and never lift it out 
again. Ivery day she camo down to breakfast, heavy-eyed 
enough certainly, and passed the day between paroxysms 
of feigned merriment; when any one was with her, and 
deep “depression when: she was alone. Mrs. Heydon, 
keener-sighted than her aunts, said, “That child is not 
well, Imogen ; I only hope she is not fretting after that 
good for nothin young Armyn, for he is turning out as 
utter a scamp as Mr. Algernon Smith himself, by all I 
hear. If I were you I should give her quinine and 
steel.” 

Unfortunately, this was taking Aunt Immy at a soro 
point, for sho was a homeeopath, and iad already admi- 
nistered sundry globules to Winny, wnich the girl had 
dutifully swallowed, and which, if they had not done her 
much good, at least had done no harm. She declared at 
once that Winny was quite well and very merry, that she 
was never very robust, but could go through more than _ 
most girls notwithstanding ; and walked away not a little 


diseom>osed all the same. 
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That same afternoon Winny chanced to be visiting an 
old nurse of hers, who had marricd and lived in the 
village. She had taken charge of Winny from the tima 
when she had first come back from India up to twelva 
years old, and her merry little nursling was still very near 
to her heart. . 

« Miss Winny,” said Mrs. Crayle, rather reluctantly, 
when they were alone in the snug, white-washed, firelit 
house-place, “ you won't mind what I’m going to say, 
will you, my dear? I’ve known you since you was that 
high "—measuring about two fect from the ground— and 
a little dear you was too. But folks do say as you and 
young Mr. Armyn walk home from church together ; and 
he ain’t fit for you, my dear, he ain’t. I knowit for truth, 
or I wouldn’t say it.” 

Winny made no answer, but first crimsoned, and then 
turned deadly white. : 

‘© We all know a young man may be overtaken a bit by 
drink, if he is a gentleman,” said Mrs. Crayle, “and be 
none the worse for it when he comes to himself. I 
wouldn’t be too hard on such. But, Miss Winny, my 
dear, when it comes to carrying on as he and his friends 
ha’ been carrying on this week in Erconbury High Street, 
‘tis wholly different. My husband see him hisself ; and 
worse too than I should like you to hear. Don't you have 
no more to do with him, darling, now don’t.” 

« Are you sure?” gasped poor Winny, turning up 
a sick, frightened face. ‘‘Nursey, do you know it for 
certain ?” ; 

« Certain sure, my dear. So does everybody in Lyke; 
and ’twas the common talk in Erconbury Market yester- 
day, they say. He’s a bad ‘un, Miss Winny, he is; and 
I’m grieved enough for his poor father, who is a nice 
gentleman as ever was; and I don’t wonder Miss Rivers 
and Miss Immagino shouldn’t have found him out, for 
they always was that innocent. But now I’ve warned 
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you, my dear, and ‘tis off my mind. My dear, how had 
you do look! Here, take a cup of tea to set you up, do; 
and here is some of my buttered toast, as you always used 
to like when you was little.” 

Winny swallowed a little of the tea, but the'toast was 
beyond her; and so was any conversation, so far as she 
was concerned. As soon as she could she rose up to go, 
and made her way homeward through the darkening lane. 
She put away the news Mrs. Crayle had told her for the 
present: she could not bear to think of them. 

As she came near the gate of the Panclled House, she 
saw the Manor coachman driving by in his dog-cart. 
She stopped him to inquire after Colonel Armyn’s ac- 
cident. 

« Going on as well as can be expected, Miss,” said the 
man, touching his hat. ‘He won't be able to come home 
yet awhilo, we expect; and Mr. Escott is to go up to join 
him on Saturday. Thank you, Miss.” 

And he drove on, while Winny went in-doors wearily 
enough, conscious of a heavy load at her heart that she 
dared not yet look at. She played with her tea that 
evening, and pleaded a headache, that she might go to 


- bed early. A headache, indeed, she had; but a heartache 


too, that was far worse—only endurable in the solitude of 


` her own room. 


Then at last the burden of her load lay spread before 
her eyes. The worst had come upon her: Escott had 
been in earnest in his wild threat, and had thrown off ull 
restraint. He was not now only weak and perverse, ho 
was openly and defiantly ‘‘ gone to the bad.. Winny sat 


“and shivered with the sickness of the heart as she thought 


of all that that implied; of the irrevocableness of the 
wrong-doing, of the difficulty of restoration, of the bittor, 
bitter repentance, that was the only hope in store for him, 
Sho knew Escott too well to think it possible for him to be 


one of those facile, weak characters, who slip out-of good- 


~-CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by €Gangotri 


AN AFTERNOON'S WAITING. 249 


ness into sin, and out of sin back again into goodness, 
with no controlling power but those of circumstance and 
association. No; whichever side he chose in the world’s 
battle, there he would fight, and stand to it to the end. 
If he had chosen good, he might have been an exception- 
ally good man; as he had chosen evil, he would, in all 
probability, be exceptionally bad, unless some miracle were 
wrought to save him. And what could be the end? ‘If 
I could bear the shame and suffering, so that he might be 
spared it!” thought Winny, as she sat there in her misery, 
with colourless face and rigid, tearless eyes. ‘If I could 
die, so that he might only grow good! I would go away ; 
I would never see him again, if that would help him. 
I could bear his marrying somebody else; I should not 
mind anything, so long as I knew that he was not wicked !” 
And the poor child threw herself along on the floor, and, 
in a paroxysm of agony, prayed a wild prayer: that she 
might suffer instead of Escott, or die, if it might be, if so 
she could do him any good. In her present mood she 
would have rejoiced, poor child, if she could have changed 
personalities with him, so that she might have had the sin 
and he the safely, but that was all fancy ; and his sin and. 
her love for him were not fancies but awful facts. 

She rose stiff and trembling from the hard floor. It 
was cold, and the fire had gone out; but Winny did not 
feel the cold to her body, because of the cold at her heart. 
It seemed to her that the night must be nearly over; but 
just then she heard the teas striking eleyen, and en 
that she had only had two hours of it after all. Her 
candle was burning down to the socket; she put it ont 
and Jay down in her bed utterry exhausted and faint. 
Nature will not torment us after a certain point; stupor 
follows exceeding pain of mind or ‘body, and Winny slept 
at last from sheer weariness. 

She woke carly, and with a sense that Ta awful 
had happened, which she could hardly bear to think oi. 
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But the hopeful, practical, every-day spirit began to show 
itself again. Surely, although Escott had been angry and 
avoided her on that wretched day of the wedding, he had 
not forgotten all his real love for her so soon. If she 
could ever see him she could persuade. him to change 
perhaps. If she wrote to him and begged him to let her 
sco him this once, he must do it. There was time to-day; 
he did not leave Lyke until to-morrow. It was Friday, 
and this eyening Aunt Hermy, Nest, and Evan were to 
return; to-day would be the time. But how was it to be 
done? Friday, that was the day that Escott was sure 
to go into Erconbury in the morning, to shoot at the butts 
beyond the town. He was the best shot in the rifle corps, 
and bade fair to stand a good chance of a Queen’s Prize 
next summer at Wimbledon. Winny knew his movements 
well enough. He would go down in the dog-cart at ten, 
and would stay and lunch in the town, returning at half- 
past two or three. If she could only get a note to him this 
morning, she might walk on the road to mect him this 
afternoon; he could send the dog-cart home with his 
groom, and walk back with her as far as the house. And 
if she once could get speech with him, what might she not 
persuade him to do ? 

Winny felé very weak that morning. It was no wonder, 
considering all that she had gone through ; but she had to 
stop and sit down more than once in the course of her 
toilet, because of the pain in her side, which caught her 
breath sharply now and then. At last, however, she was 
dressed, and knocking at Aunt Immy’s door. 

-Aunt Immy prided herself on always being dressed by 
seven, both winter and summer, and was sifting in her 
room with the window open and the frosty air coming in. 
Winny shrank back from the coid, but was obliged to go 
in, notwithstanding that it made her cough, or she could 
not have caught Aunt Immy in a good humour. The 
gough flushed her face, which was perhaps well for her 
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immediate object, as otherwise even Aunt Immy must have 
been struck by her white looks. - 

“Up early this morning! That is right, my dear, 
Early to bed and early to rise makes us all healthy, 
wealthy, and wise. No headache to-day, I hope ?” 

“ No, thank you,” said Winny; ‘‘ but I have come to 
ask a great favour of you, Aunt Immy.” 

“ What is it, my dear ?” 

«Tt is about Escott,” said Winny, trying to steady her 
voice. ‘*Aunt Immy, I have heard that he has not been 
going on well lately, and I came to ask whether you would 
mind my sending a note to him and seeing him to-day 
before he goes? I believe I can do more with him than 
other people can; he always listens to me when I give 
him good advice. . Please may I this once ?’’ 

Winny sat down, for she was trembling with suspense 
so that she could hardly stand.. - 

« Certainly not,” said Aunt Immy, succinctly. ‘‘ Crood 
advice, indeed! when he has been making love to you! - 
What are you thinking about, Winny ?” 

« Aunt Immy,” said the girl, with a nervous workiny of 
her hands, ‘I assure you that it is nothing to do with 
making love. I don’t believe he wants to make love’ to 
me now; he wouldn’t speak to me at Flora’s wedding.” 
Her voice faltered a little. ‘‘It is only because I want 
him to be good.” ; 

« He wouldn’t speak to you at Flora’s wedding, and yot 
you want to throw yourself at his head! I wonder 
you have not too much dignity to think of such a thing, 
Winny.” 

«If you saw anybody you loved going over a pre- 
cipice,” said poor Winny, with a sharp, tearless sob, “you 
wouldn’t think of your dignity, Aunt Immy.” 

_ Aunt Immy was.touched. Winny’s distress was so un- 
feigned, aud showed so much higher feeling than she had . 
ever given her gay little butterfly niece credit for, that she 
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paused before she answered, and then said, ‘‘ Well, I will talk 
‘to your Aunt Hermy to-night, and seo what she thinks.” 

«That will be too late,” said Winny; ‘‘he goes to- 
morrow. Aunt Immy, Aunt Immy !” and she knelt down 
and hid her face in her aunt’s dress; ‘‘ for God's sako, let 
me see him this once and try to save him! It can’t hurt 
me, indeed it can’t, and then I shall feel that I have done 
all I can.” 

« Well, what do you want to do?” said Aunt Immy, 

_ grudgingly. 
«T only want to send him a note, and tell him that I shall 
be on the Erconbury road this afternoon at the time that 
- he is coming back from the butts. I know you would not . 
like him to come into the house ; and as I go out every 
afternoon, I might as well go there as anywhere, It isa 
very little thing, Aunt Immy ; just a mile’s walk together 
—the last we shall ever have, most likely !” : 
_ Aunt Hermy would never think of letting you do such 
a thing, I’m sure,” said Aunt. Immy, uneasily. 

«I dare say she wouldn’t ; Aunt Hermy won’t under- 
stand what I feel about Escott,” said Winny, hopelessly. 
‘¢ But O Aunt Immy, you might take it upon yourself to 
let me do it this once! I’m sure you sce how it is the 
only chance—don’t you? And you won't be sorry for it 
some day—I’m sure you won't. Aunt Immy, isn’t it more 
important that we should do what we can to save anybody 

’ from doing wrong than that you should follow exactly what 
Aunt Hermy says, when she doesn’t know what you do ?” 

« How do you mean ?” said Aunt Immy, who, as Winny 
perhaps instinctively knew, had a certain inclination to in- 
dependent and original courses of action, from which she 
was usually debarred by the influence of Aunt Hermy’s 
irritating common sense, 

« Why, Aunt Hermy thinks I care for Escott as Nest 

“eared for Edward Anderson, and think every thing he does 
right, and can see no fault in him. You know I see his 
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faults too, Aunt Immy ; if I didn’t, I shouldn’t care so 
much about seeing him this afternoon. I’m sure there is no 
question of love-making in the matter. If you knew him 
as well as I do, and he was likely to listen to you, I would 
ask you to go instead of me. Indeed I would, Aunt Immy!” 

Aunt Immy paused, half inclined to propose to be Winny’s 
substitute ; but the tacit antagonism which had always sub- 
sisted between her and Escott convinced her that Escott 
would not very readily submit to a lecture from her. Still 
it did seem a pity, thought the good little woman, that 
somebody should not tell him of the error of his ways ; 
and Hermy was rather prudish and strait-laced, and 
perhaps did not understand young girls as well as she did, 
who was five years younger. There could be no harm in 
their just meeting for once. 

« Well, well, child, take your own way; but don’t stay. 
out late and catch cold,” said Aunt Immy, unable to resist 
the pleading of the eager flushed little face and the wistful 

-eyes. ‘I believe I’m an idiot to think of letting you go 
on such a wild-goose chase; but as you put it, there 
doesn’t seem much harm.” 

“Thank you, Aunt Immy,” said Winny, kissing her and 
crying a little: then she went away very quietly into her 
own room, where she wrote :— 


‘‘ My pear Escorr,—You would not let me speak to you 
the other day at Flora’s wedding, but I hear you are going 
to-morrow, and I must speak to you this once again. 

Unless I hear from you to the contrary I shall be on the 
field pathway that runs along by the Erconbury road this 
afternoon, looking out for you as you come back from the 
butts. Aunt Immy says I may walk back with you from 
there. I shall be there at three, opposite the three-cornered 
bit of grass with the poplars on it. Please let me see you 
this once : -it may be the last time wo shall ever meet, and 
-Y must say good-bye.— Your loving se WINNY.” 
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This was carefully fastened and directed, and “imme: 
diate ” written in the corner. ‘Then Winny gave it with 
her own hand to the gardener, and told him to take it up at 
once to the Manor. It was the first letter that had ever 
passed between them. Tho gardener remembered, long 
after, how Miss Winny had come out to him in the garden, 
with a shawl over her head, and her little feet treading 
down the dry and frosted leaves that had been swept off 

“the path: standing there in the sun and the frost with the 
little note in her hand. Then Winny went in and made 
tho tea for breakfast, and waited. She could not eat any 
breakfast, but there was a feverish restlessness on her that 
made it hard for her to sit still. Aunt Immy went about 
her usual household business, but Winny could settle to 
nothing. About noon it clouded, and a little snow fell: 
not more, however, than enough to powder the ground. 
Winny was in instant fear of being forbidden to keep her 
tryst ; and she was relieved rather than distressed when 
she received a message from her aunt to say that 
Mrs. Heydon was busy covering library books, and had 
asked her to help her, so that Winny was not to wait 
luncheon for her. These little erratic proceedings were 
habitual with Aunt Immy, and Winny laughed a little as 
she took her solitary place in the dining-room. Again she 
found it impossible to eat. ‘* Well, it doesn’t signify,” she 
thought, in her girlish recklessness ; ‘‘ I don’t mind if I am 
ill to-morrow, so long as` I am not ill to-day.” Probably 
she would have been ili to-day, if it had not been for the 
burning excitement and restless feverishness which kept 

` her up, for the pain in her side continued, and when she 
started on her walk, she found that she had no breath, unless 
sho walked very slowly, much too slowly to keep herself 
warm. The wind was very cold, with the blue clouds and 
peculiar sharp scarching smell of snow. Winny crept 
along till she reached the placo where she had settled 
to meet Escott. T'he tall bare poplars rose from the snowy 
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patch of wayside grass, where three roads mct; on the 
other side was a maze of Woodland, gay-and green in the 
summer, but now faint and blue through the snow mist; 
in the midst rose up the tall grey spire of Erconbury 
Cathedral, with its windows aflame where they caught tho 
light of the reddening sun, too faint to throw any percep- 
tible lights elsewhere, beyond a diffused rosiness over the 
blue. Winny was very tired, and sat down to wait, cold 
as it was, on the step of the stile between the fieldpath 
and the road, which were divided here by a line of hedge- 
row trees and tall undergrowth of hazels and sallows. The 
clock struck three from the distant town when she had been 
there for perhaps five minutes; and then Winny, who had 
some prudence in her composition, got up and walked up and 
down, thinking what she could say to Escottwhen he came. 
There were a few red leaves still hanging on the bushes, 
looking yet redder for the lingering of the sunshine, and 
the grey background behind. Winny picked a cluster 
which struck her as especially pretty, and with the instinct 
of adornment which never deserts some women, fastened 
them at her throat. There had been a time when Escott 
had never let her leave the Manor without some flower to 
fasten in her necktie. He said he liked that floral decora- 
tion better than all the brooches and pins in the world. 
Now, the flowers were replaced by dying leaves, and the 
love by—what ? The cathedral clock struck the quarter 
—then the half-hour—and yet Escott had not come. 

The sun went down, and the sky turned purple-orange, 
and then grey. It was four o’clock now, and yet he had 
not come. The few people who came along the Lyke road 
seemed to have all come and gone. There was a pause. 
The wind had gone down, and it was so intensely still that 
you could hear the rustling of the few dead leaves that 
hung and flapped upon the branches, and the tramp of a 
horse a long way off, on the frozen road over the downs on 
the other side of the valley. A few stars came out over. 
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-= head. Winny walked up and down and sat on the step of 
the stile at intervals, and waited, heart-sick, but patient. 
A quarter past: half-past—it was quite dark now. ‘he 
lights began to shine out in the town; Winny waited still, 
: with a numb patience that surprised herself. Then she 
noe heard voices coming up the hill. Was it Escott? Surely / 
that laugh was like his. Thero were three of them. ‘‘ Come, 
Armyn, walk straight: you'll be in that ditch soon,” said 
some one with a laugh. - ; 

“He shan’t have another pull at my flask, or we shall 
have to carry him home,” said another. 

‘© What do I care? We're all jolly good fellows,” trilled 
out the third voice, somewhat unsteadily. A horror seized 
Winny ; she crept down into the hazel bushes, lest Escott 
should look here for her and discover her. She had not 
dreamed of this. 

She heard them as they went on; their coarse jests at 
Escott’s expense, and his foolish, would-be jovial answers. 
She crouched upon the dead leaves until they had gone by: 
and then—she never knew exactly what happened to her. 
She supposed afterwards that she must have fainted, or at 
least lost consciousness for a time; she could only remember 
waking to a sensation of extreme cold, difficulty of breath- 

- ing, and general discomfort, and wondering why she was 
out hore grasping at the hazel twigs, and sitting on the 
brown crackling leaves. Then it came over her all at 

once, and she rose, and turned wearily homewards. 
“& Havo pity, have pity, Lord!” sho moaned again and 
again as she crept along in the cold, under the stars. Sho 

_ felt no resentment against Escott—nothing but the pro- 
` foundest pity and compassion. Her last effort had failed, 
and she knew it. Now there was nothing for her to trust 

-in but the mercy of God. 

How long that mile seemed! More than once she had to 
- „sit down and rest, thougli it was freezing by this time ; but 
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desire of sitting there till she slept, which began to come 
over her as her strength gave out. Towards the end of 
it she could not think of Escott or anything but the phy- 
sical labour of reaching home. Once or twice a sick faint- 
ness came over her, and she wondered what it would be 
like to drop there and die, and never wake again. At last, 
when she was about two minutes’ distance from home, and 
could see the lights in the upper windows, she stood and 
leaned against a stile—the last stile in the field-path, 
which led into the road. She felt that she could not get 
over that stile: her limbs would not bear her. She was 
so giddy that when she forced herself to try to ascend it, 
she found herself nearly falling; and she was standing 
there, waiting, when a dark figure came up. ‘* Winny!” 
it called, ‘ Winny, where are you?” 

“Evan!” she said, recognising the voice. 

“ What are you doing here? I’ve come to Isok after 
you. Come along, Winny." 
“I can’t, you must help me,” she sud. “I’m 
ill.” À 

He had plenty of rebukes ready for her, but at the sound 
of her weak tremulous voice he went to her at once, lifted 
her over the stile, and half led, half carried her into the 
house. ‘A cup of tea will be the thing,” he said, and 
somchow she could not make him understand that she did 
not want to go into the drawing-room, full of lights and 
cheerful voices, but into her own room. She tried to say 
so, but the words would not come. She heard him say, “I 
found her done up entirely with the cold, Aunt Hermy : 
couldn't as much as get over a stile by herself.” She felt 
him lead her to an casy-chair by the fire: and then she 
felt nothing further, for lights and room and familiar faces 
all went round and round, and she was lying back in a dead 
faint, perfectly unconscious of anything that might happen 
to her. ‘Lhe brave spirit had kept up to the lust, but the 
frail little body had given way under its stress ; and by the 
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next morning Winny was dozlared dangerously ill of inflam. 
mation of the lungs. 

Not until thon came a letter which ought to have been 
delivered the day before, and had been mislaid by the 
negligence of the Manor servants :— 


“Drar Wisxy,—As you have chosen to follow your 
aunts’ advice, and give me up, there is little use in our 
meeting. I shall be returning with some friends, and can- 
not very well say what time I shall come ; so that I hope 
you will not trouble yourself about me.—I remain, yours 
very iruly, « Escort ARMYN. 


“I never should have believed that you would have 
treated me as you have.” 


But Winny was moaning in delirinm, and Nest locked 
up the letter in her desk, unresd. 


- 
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CHAPTER XVIL 
TUE LAST HOPE. 


* 4! auch an hour the promise falla 
With glory on the narrow walls, 
With strength on failing breath : 
‘There comes a courage in her eyes, 
It gathers for the great emprise, 
‘The deeds of after-death.” 
F. W. I. Myens, 


Ir was the last Sunday in the old year. The snow lay 
thick over field and wold, and the sun shone every morn- 
ing upon ice-crystals on the windows, and only had power 
to melt just the upper surface of the frozen snow, falling 
upon it in rosy light as beautiful as that upon an Alpine 
crest, and leaving soft blue shadows where its light did not 
come. People said that such a frost had hardly been 
known for years. 

Winny was better. She had had a very severe attack, 
but the disease had at Jast yielded to strong remedies, 
and she was pronounced to be on her way to recovery. 
The greatest care would have to be taken of her for a long 
time to come ; indeed, she was still so weak that she could 
not sit up for more than a quarter of an hour at a time, 
and the little move from the bed to the sofa tired her for 
the rest of the day; but still she was ‘*on the mend,” 
` and there was no actual anxiety about her. Her aunts 
and Nest felt that they had never known what she was to 
them until after that weck of suspense, and they hailed 
her improvement as certain recovery. 

s 2 
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For some days since she had been getting better, 
Winny had been too weak to talk or think, but on this 
Sunday she seemed to be more like herself. She made a 
joke about her cup of tea that morning; it was a poor 
little joke, but the wittiest epigram ever invented never 
gave half so much delight. Then, when she was 
« dressed,” as she called it, that is, arrayed in her scarlet 
dressing-gown, with her wavy hair brushed back off her 
face and tied with one of her fayourite red ribbons, she 
asked for a book to read, and Nest gave her one. 

She did not rend much, however. The book made her 
eyes ache, and she laid it down, and lay back silent with a 
dreamy gaze, that looked as though it wore secing things 
far away. Suddenly she said, “ Nest!” 

“Yes, Win.” 

“ Haye you heard anything of Escott ? ” 

‘He went away the day after wo came back. Evan 
saw him at the station. You knew he was’ going didn't 
you, dear?” 

« Yes,” said Winny. “ButI thought perhaps he would 
have sent to say why he didn’t come that afternoon.” 

« Ho didn’t come when you asked him, Winny ?”’ said 
Nest. 

“No; I suppose there was some mistake. T waited, 
and it was very cold. But I don’t want to talk about it,” 
she said, with a little shiver. 

« He sent a note the next morning. I will get it you; it 
has been in my desk all the time,” said Nest. She 
fetched it, and gave it to Winny, who opened it with 
trembling fingers. 

«You can read it, Nest,” said Winny, after a little 
white. 

Nest read it, and reddened with indignation ; but when 
she looked up at Winny, she was surprised to see her 
looking relieved rather than sorrowful. 


“I ought to have had it the day before. I thought it 
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could not be his fault,” she said; ‘it would not have 
been Escott if he had been so unkind as to let me wait 
for him in the cold. Iam so glad, Nest.” 

“I can’t see that it makes it any better,” said Nest. 

“Don’t you? Now we are just where we were before. 
You know of course he was angry with me; I knew that, 
but he was not unkind too. ‘That is what I am glad of.” 

« O Winny, you don’t care for him still?” 

“Don’t I?” said Winny eagerly. ‘‘ My dear Nest, I 
can’t turn round in a moment. Besides, as I always knew 
he was not good, I can’t say he has deceived me. I think 
he wants more love now, poor fellow, rather than less.” 

Nest said no more, for Winny was not yet fit to be 
argued with. But looking anxiously at her sister’s face, 
she could not see that Winny looked unhappy. The 
strained look had gone from her face, and she looked 
quict and not at all excited. Nest thought that it was bad 
for her to talk any more, and returned to her own thoughts. 
Presently Aunt Immy came in from church. 

« Well, Miss Invalid? Pretty comfortable ? ” said Aunt 
Immy. 

“ Famous,” was the answer from the bed. ‘TI haven't 
coughed once since you went. Have I, Nest?” 

«I don’t know about that, but she is certainly better 
this morning.” 

‘ Certainly I am,” with a laugh and sparkle of the big 
eyes. ‘I mean to get well much quicker than any of you 
expect, to disappoint you all. Sit down, Aunt Immy. I 
like a levee in my room. Tell me whether the church 
looked pretty, and if they sang tolerably without Nest.” 

A little chatter followed, and then Winny began to 
cough, and Aunt Immy stopped it. Nest scarcely joined 
in it at all, and when they were alone again, Winny called 
her. 

« Come here and sit on the bed by me. I want to look 
nt you, Nest.” 
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Nest camo obediently; but she turned ‘ner face sway 
from the light. 

“ Nest, you've been crying! You've no business to 
cry when I'm getting better,” said the younger sister. 

“T couldn't help it,” said poor Nest, penitently. 

“What was it? ‘ell me. Come, Nest, don’t keep me 
on tenter-hooks, please ! ” 

“Tt was only,” said Nest, “ that I remembered what it 
was when I woke up out of a dream, and I was so sorry 
to think that you would have to go on with the same ex- 
perience as Thad. There, Winny, I didn’t mean to talk 
about it, but you made me.” 

*-T don’t think I ever had a dream to wake from,” said 
Winny, musingly, curling the end of a long tress round 
her finger as she Jay. ‘‘ And it’s very odd, but somehow, 
though things are just as bad now as they were that even- 
ing out of doors, they don’t secem to hurt me as much. 
It’s not that I care for Escott less, or think of him 
less.” 

‘© Well, what is it then ?” said Nest, after a pause. 

«I suppose it is,” said Winny, “that I begin io sce 
that God loves him ‘better than I do, so I can trust that 
it will all come right, and that he will grow good some 
day.” 

. Then she untwisted the curl of hair and lay still, wit} 
a face so still and peaceful, that Nest could not disturb 
her by her own misgiving regarding free will and human 
responsibility. She could only hope that Winny would 
be happier tlan she had herself been since her trouble. 
Somehow it seemed to Nest as if she were clinging to a 
rope with the clutch of a drowning person, buffeted hither 
and thither by angry waves which almost drove her from 
her hold, while Winny was lying peacefully in an anchored 
bont in the same storm. And yet Winny’s troubles had 
been at least as great as hers, and she had certainly felt 


‘them as deeply, for Nest, as well as her two aunts, was 
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convinced that it was Escoft’s conduct, and not merely 
the December cold, which had so nearly killed her. 

“No,” said Winny, after a long pause, “I never had 
any dream. I always knew he was not so good as he 
ought to be. I loved him in spite of it, with- my eyes 
open. Serve me right, Aunt Immy would say. Well, I 
suppose if one is served right, and not wrong, one ought 
to be thankful. And then, you know, I always told him 
there was no reason why he should say he was destined te 
be bad, so I can still keep my faith in that. There is no 
particular reason, that I know of, why I should be the 
only creature on earth to help him to be good. I used to 
think I was, but I am not at all sure now. And that 
matters most, doesn’t it?” 

“ Yos,” said Nest, gravely and wonderingly. 

«I wish I hadn’t flirted with Mr. Burnet. I didu’t 
mean any harm, of course; but that was what made 
Escott angry first. It was so horrid, those last days 
before the wedding. Well, it’s no use thinking of that 
now, is it?” 

Nest read to her sister some of the Church Service that 
‘afternoon. ‘‘ Read the prayer for people troubled in mind 
or conscience, please,” said Winny. Nest looked some- 
what surprised. 

“You know he will be troubled in both before he has 
done,” said Winny. ‘‘ Perhaps he may be now.” 

To which there was nothing to be said. 

The beginning of the new year was a time long remem- 
bered in the Panelled House. It was a happy, quiet 
time ; happier then than it seemed to them afterwards, 
darkened by the shadow of that which followed. Winny 
seemed to be recovering; slowly, indeed, and with many 
drawbacks, but still so far that she was able to be lifted 
out of bed upon the sofa, and to lie there, with Nest and 
Evan and her aunts round her, and- to read a little and 
enjoy herself in watching the cheerful flicker of the fire- 
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light upon the white-panclled wall. Of course, during 
the bitter frost that reigned throughout January, it could 
not be expected that she should get perfectly well all at 
onee. But still she always said that she was better when- 
ever they asked her, and had hardly any pain to speak 
of, except, of course, just a little when she coughed. She 
was full of spirits and fun, and talked so much sometimes 
that they had to threaten to go away and leave her to her- 
self. She had no doubt that she was getting better, and 
they used to make plans for the future: as soon as she 
was able to be moved they were to go to Torquay, and 
from thence to Italy; and when she was quite well, they 
were to spend the summer in Switzerland, and then come 
home. None of the five had ever been abroad, and so 
Evan was to join them in the long vacation. She used 
to get quite eager, settling journcys and trains as if they 
were going to start the next day; so eager, sometimes, 
that a fit of coughing used to come on and stop the plans. 

Hope was so strong in her that the grief of Escott’s 
defection was not able to quench it; and yet she had not 
forgotten him. She begged for intelligence of him now 
and then, but her aunts never knew of any, neither did 
Nest; and though she had once or twice received a visit 
from Colonel Armyn, she had no opportunity of asking 
for news then. Still she was not unhappy. ‘The con- 
viction that was in her heart was so strong that it was 
able to withstand all misgivings. God loved Escott better 
than she did, and therefore she could dare to leave him in 
His hand. 

Day after day this went on. The days lengthened, and 
the cold strengthened, all through January. At the end 
of the first week in January Winny had begun to be lifted 
npon the sofa in her dressing-gown ; at the end of the last 
week she had not advanced a step. Nevertheless, when 
Evan returned to Oxford she had smiled merrily in answer 
to his expressed desire to seo her quite well when he camo 

CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


THE LAST HOPE. i 265 


back, and said that she 1acant to walk to Erconbury station 
to mect him. 

A little later it used to be, “ Oh, I should be quite well 
if I could sleep more soundly at night! That is the only 
thing that keeps me back, I know; otherwise there is 
nothing the matter with me.” But Aunt Hermy and Nest 
had left off speaking so sanguinely about her getting on 
so well, or the continental plans, by this time. 

And then the bad nights brought bad days, when she 
was too languid to be moved upon the sofa for more than 
an hour in the day. And then there came three days 
together when Winny stayed in bed all day and did not 
get up; and still she was always ‘“‘much better,” and 
bright and merry whenever they spoke to her. She had 
not come yet to realise what every one about her had 
realised now for some time. 

But it came at last to her. 

On one of these wakeful nights, when Winny was lying 
propped up on her pillows in the dim night-light, which 
she found’so wearisome, and Nest fast asleep on her sofa- 
bed in the corner, the girl took to thinking over certain 
things that had puzzled her in the last few days. She had 
been a little startled by Mr. Heydon asking her if she 
would like her name to be mentioned as one of those 
prayed for in church—she who was, of course, coming to 
church herself in a week or two! Also she had noticed a 
decided depression «bout Aunt Hermy and Nest, which 
had made her think that something was the matter with 
ivan; or if not with Evan, with the servants ; could it 
wave anything to do with her? And now she came to 
think of it, she certainly had not been getting on quite so 
well lately. Could it be that she—so young, so strong till 


now, so full of life—had no earthly future before her ? 


that the months about which they had talked and planned 
would indeed come, but come to find not Winifred Williams, 
but only a grave in Lyke churchyard ? 
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Winny nearly cried out with the horror, in the still dim 
lifeless light of the room. She had always feared death 
with a sort of morbid fear; and how could she bear it if it 

- were really to come to her? Was it true ? Could it be ? 
She could not shut out from her heart the conviction ; 
there was a little wild rebellion, a few hot tears; and then 
—a thought which quicted all these, and left a still, awful 
peace in her soul. 

' Had sho not prayed to dic if it would do any good to 

Escott? And if now she were to die, would it not be a 
token that her prayer was heard ? Was it not possible that 
Escott, whose love for her she could not conceive to be 

- utterly a thing of the past, might be worked upon by her 
death to return to a better life? “I would not grudge it 
you, I would not, my darling,” she whispered low in the 
silence of the room, while a warm glow of love came over 
her for the frozen Horror of fear. ‘If it was mine to 
give or to keep, you should have it all the same.” And 
then she lay quite still- with her hands clasped, with a 

- strange senso of exultation and yet of awe. 

After a while she stirred a little, and Nest awoke. Sce- 
ing that Winny was awake, in a moment she was by her 
side. : 

“ Do you want anything, dear? Any lemonade ? ” 

«No, thank you, Nest,” said Winny, taking her hand 
in her own and fondling it; “but I have just been think- 
ing that your old story about Esylt and the Mist King is 
very true. I am Esylt, and I have to pass through the 
Mist King’s den ; you know it, but I have only just found 
it out.” . ; 

«O Winny!” said Nest, and hiding her.face on the 
bed-clothes, she burst into a flood of tears. 

“ Don’t, don’t cry, Nest darling. Indeed I am so sorry 
for you ; I know you will all miss me so much more than 
you ought, It is that that is the worst of it. I know yon . 

‘all love me so much better than I deserve, that it will bo 


CC-0.. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


THE LAST HOPE. 967 


very hard for yon; and you have had such trouble 
too!” 

« Never mind me, Winny,” said Nest, in a low voice, 
though she felt as if her heart was breaking; ‘‘ tell me 
about yourself; can you bear the thought of it—you that 
used to be so frightened at the very idea ?” 

Winny shivered a little, almost involuntarily ; and then 
she said, in her own natural voiee— 

« I am very little frightened now, Nest. I think perhaps 
I may have the saving of Escott after all—in fact, I feel 
sure I shall; and that is such a great blessing that it 
makes everything clse small.” 

Nest thought she must be wandering a little, and looked 
at her perplexed, 

*¢ Ah, I never told you. But when you were away, and 
I was so unhappy about Escott, I prayed to die if it might 
do him any good; I was half wild, I think, for of course 
at that time if I had tried to bring it about I couldn't, and 
probably,” said Winny, with a smile, “ anybody would 
have said I was out of my mind to imagine such a thing. 
Perhaps I was a little ; I don't know, though ; I could not 
bear to think of his going on doing wrong, as he was doing 
then, and I could not get him to listen to me. I should 
have been thankful then,” said Winny, “ to have the cer- 
tainty that I have now. For it is a certainty, Nest?” 

The tone was interrogative, but Nest dared not trust 
her voice to reply.’ She knew full well that Winny was 
sentenced, and that a few weeks at longest was the span 
of her days on earth: probably not- so long, for she had 
been failing rapidly these last few days, though she, with 
the inveterate hopefulness of her malady, had not heeded 
it, or only fancied it accidental. 

“ But why ? ” whispered Nest, at last. 

« If I got what I asked for, is not that a sign of the 
other ? ” “said Winny. ‘ And I feel sure that Escott has 
not forgotten mo by this time, so that he won't listen to 
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what I havo to say now. Don't try to persuade me that 
it is fancy, Nest. I believe it, and it makes me happy. 
To-morrow I must begin my letter to him. I must write 
it while I have strength. I think I can manage it a very 
little at a time; but if I can’t, I must dictate, and you 
must write. Now go back to your bed, Nest. It is not 
going to bo directly, you know,” she said, with a half 
smile, ‘‘so that you need not stay out of your warm bed 
for me this time of night. Good night, you darling old 
thing,” and she kissed Nest warmly. 

And soon after the sick girl was herself asleep, wearied 
ont with the excitement of this midnight interview. But 
Nest lay awake till the morning, trying to be submissive 
and patient, but fecling that this trial was harder than she 
knew how to bear. ‘The outside world had been cruel to 
her, and had driven her in upon her home, and now her 
home was to be changed, and the music of it silenced for 
ever. Nest felt as if there would be nothing to live for now ; 
all the delight of her life would pass away with Winny. It 
was no wonder that she found it as much as she could do 
to keep up, and wait upon Winny as usual. 

Winny insisted on beginning her letter to Escott the 
next day. «I must, you know, while I have the strength,” 
she said, though it was an exceptionally bad day with her. 
« And Aunt Hermy,” she added, putting up her face as if 
to be kissed, with a quaint little smile, ‘‘ we need not all 
be so shy of talking of what is coming, please. I know 
about it now, and it will be much nicer to talk. about it 
like a matter of fact—which it is, of course.’’ 

It was a great relief to them all that Winny did not ask 
to see Escott. Perhaps it was that she felt she had not 
strength to battle the question with her aunts, and she 
knew that a battle must be fought upon the subject. 
Perhaps she was doubtful of Escott’s present feelings 
towards her, and did not like to psadeyupon, his compassion 
for her to bring a sceno upou him. However this might 
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be, the question was never mooted cither by her or any 
one else. 

The brave, cheery spirit and the firm will held on day 
after day; the fingers grew too fecble to guide the pen, and 
Nest had to finish the letter from dictation. By the fime 
that it was done, Winny was many, many degrees worse 
than she had been ; but at last, when she had signed her 
name at the end, with fingers which Nest had to guide to 
their task, she asked to hear it read through to her. 

Nest read, in a voice that she could not keep steady all 
the time :— 


“ My pear Escort, —I am writing this to you from my 
death-bed. I suppose you have heard that I am ill; but 
I don’t mean you to have this till I am gone. So now 
you won't mind anything I say, because you know I havc 
said it out of love for you; and you may be sure that any- 
thing that has been amiss between us two is as though it 
had nover been. I never left off loving you, as you thought 
I did. 

“ Escott, you must change your way of life and live as 
a Christian man should. This is what I have to say to 
you. Don’t say you can’t, because you can. You know I 
always told you that it was nonsense to say that you were 
destined to be bad, as you used to say, and I can prove it 
to you. I was very unhappy that fortnight after Flora’s 
wedding, when I ‘heard that you were going on wrongly, 
and I prayed that you “might be better, and that I might 
help you. Once I prayed that I might die, if that would 
help you. And now you see I am dying, and that is 
a sign to me that you will be good. Perhaps you will say 
this is not logic,but I can’t help that. T believe it without 
the slightest doubt, and I hope you will believe it too. 

« Escott, you pe be good. I was always a stupid, 
ienoraxt, silly itl mud never could have done much 
good ; but now t i a here, I think there ave 
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many more things I could have done, and many more that 
I have left undone; and I have to look at the white marblo 
cross on the mantelpiece that Nest gave me on my last 
birthday, and remember what that reminds me of, when I 
fecl unhappy about it. You are to have that cross when I 
am dead. I dare say you will feel very unhappy about what 
you have done wrong; indeed, dear old Escott, I could 
not wish it otherwise with you~ But you must not despair ; 
you must Jook at my cross, and share my hope. God 
means you to be good, and He will make you so. 

« One thing more I want to say. If ever you sce any- 

body else who will make you a good wife, don’t think, dear 
Escott; that you will be faithless to me by choosing her. 
I hope you will be a very good man, and have a happy 
life; and if it is as I believe, and that my death will help 
you to be good, I have no wish to live. I shall not know 
now, but I shall sce you some day, and then you will tell 
me. I know you will: I am quite sure. 

« Good-bye. You must not pity me, for I am very 
happy. I am afraid you will be very unhappy for some 
time, but I feel as if I could not mind even that, if it 
brings you back to God. Iam not afraid of your forget- 
ting me, or the last thing I asked you. You will remem- 
ber that I loved you to the end. God bless you, dear 
Escott.—Your loving te Winny.” 


«Jt sounds rather as if it were all in little bits,” said 
Winny ; “ but I couldn’t help that. You will see that he 
has it, Nest ?” 

“ Indeed I will, darling.” 

Now I don't think there’s anything more for me to 
do,” said Winny.. “ You will let Evan know in time? I 
_ think it is nearly time now. I am so tired, and I can’t 
< rest!” . 
“He shall be sent for at once, if you like it, my darling,” 
taid Nest, with a choking in her voice. She was quite 
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aware that there had been a great change for the worse 
lately in Winny ; she had no absolute pain, but difficulty 
in breathing and restlessness that were almost as distress- 
ing. Still she was very patient and thoughtful about 
giving trouble, and flashes of merriment would break out 
now and then still. It was the same happy, buoyant 
nature to the end, taking everything that concerned her- 
self lightly, only grieved by the grief of others, as the one 
sorrow of her life had been Escott’s sin. 

“ Nest, when it comes, I should like to hold your hand,” 
she said one day. ‘* You are my own darling, Nest, and 
nobody in all the world has been to me what you have. 
When I see mamma, I shall tell her so.” 

Nest could not speak. 

“© You have made it easy to me. Do you know, I think 
I should not mind dying now, even if it were not to save 
Escott. I could not be afraid. It scems so odd now 
that I was so afraid once. Do you remember when Alice 
Deacon was taken ill in the cathedral?” ; 

Still she retained the faney—or faith, it might be—that 
her death would be Escott's salvation. They would not 
have disabused her of it if they could. 

But these days drew to a close at last. There came a 
time of distressing weakness and restlessness, when. the 
mind was no longer clear, and the senses began to fail. 
Life was cbbing away, and she began to lose count of time 
as its throbs grew fainter on the shore of the eternal sea. 
What consciousness she had came to her in half-wander- 
ing, dreamy sensations of familiar touches, and voices, and 
faces, and of the alternations of blue shaded daylight and 
dim yellow candlelight in the room, but failed to rouse her 
to think or to speak. She was just conscious of physical 
discomfort, and that it was somehow for Escott’s sake. 
Nest used to repeat to her verses of the Psalms, and she 
used to smile faintly as if the sound of the familiar words 
was pleasant to her, but conscious thought was beyond her 
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power now. ‘The end was coming very near, and they 
could hardly have wished to keep her with them thus 
much longer. 

One soft, spring-like February morning, when the violets 
were in bloom, and there was a sweet smell of growing 
grass and fresh-turned earth in the air—the end came. 
Winny had been lying in a sort of stupor: the small face 
lying with parted lips on the pillow, the eyes half closed, 
the throat palpitating with the hardly drawn breath. All 
at once she opencd her eyes. 

‘Nest, hold my hand! I can’t. see you, Nest!” 

Nest held her in the convulsive struggle for breath 
which followed ; and then she heard a faint whisper, ‘‘ It's 
all right now. I’m not afraid.” They were the last 
words Winny ever spoke. Ina few moments the life had 
ebbed out, and their Winny had gone away. ‘The brave 
little heart was still, and the loving cyes were closed for 
ever to the light of this changeful world ; safe for ever 
with Him in whose Presence is the fulness of life. 
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Then I put my face in the grass, 
Whisper’d, ‘ Listen to my despair : 
I repent me of all I did; 
Speak a little, Ellen Adair !'” 
TENNYSON, 


Soronun Armyn had been away from the Manor since the 
middle of January. First of all he had been called into 
Yorkshire by the sudden death of old Mrs. Escott; and 
while there he had received a letter forwarded from Rome, 
saying that an old friend of his, the ‘* Macpherson ™ whom 
he had visited in Edinburgh the year before, had been 
taken seriously ill at Rome, perfectly unattended, and the 
nuthoritiés of the hotel, finding Colonel Armyn’s address 
among his possessions, had written to acquaint him with 
the fact. So, as soon as Mrs. Escott’s funeral was over, - 

he proceeded to take one look at his son at the tutor’s 
under whose charge he was to be prepared to pass his ex- 
amination for the Artillery ; and then, without returning to 
Lyke, he took the next steamer for Calais, and travelled 
night and day until he reached Rome. Winny had been 
considered convalescent when he left Lyke, and he had not 
heard of her relapse. 

Escott was in the same state of ignorance. He had not 
heard of Winny’s first illness at the time of her danger, but 
only that she had been ill and was now better. He was 
sorry to hear of her illness, but he supposed that there 
was nothing much amiss: indeed, he had little idea how 
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ill she had been. ‘The thought of the past still raised in 
his mind a fury of indignation against his father and the 
Misses Rivers for parting him from Winny, and against 
Winny for having tamely consented to be so parted from 
him. He was at times somewhat ii at ease when he rc- 
membered his fortnight's recklessness ; but he tried to quict 
his conscience by laying the fault of it upon others, more 
especially upon poor Winny. He tried to bring himself 
into a siate of becoming indifference to her, but among all 
the faults cf the Escott nature, fickleness was not one, 
_ Ihe more he tried to put her out of his sight—the more 
angry and contemptuous he tried to be—the more per- 
sistently would the image of the little tripping figure with 
the pleading eyes come before him, and the tones of tha 
sweet gleeful voice would sound in his ears. She seemed 
absolutcly to haunt him, wherever he went and whatever he 
did: he could not forget her, however much ho tried. 
Sometimes he would feel an impulse upon him, so strong 
that he could hardly resist it, to go down to Lyke for a 
Sunday, and find some opportunity of secing the dear little 
thing again, and making it up with her. He wished he 
had accepted that little overttire she had made, when she 
wanted him to walk back with her from that stile on the 
Lyke road; or that he had not been such a brute to her 
on the day of Flora’s wedding, when she had looked so 
pretty in that bridesmaid’s ‘‘toggery” of hers. In vain he 
told himself that it was no use thinking of her any more: 
that he had made Lyke and Erconbury too hot to hold him, 
and that he should never be received at the Panelled House. 
again. In spite of his utmost endeavours he could not help 
relenting towards lier. He had almost made up his mind 
to dare all at aster—even to resort to some subterfuge to 
get a word with her, if he could do so in no other way, 
nnd to say that they had better make up their minds ta 
forgive and forget, and go on as they were. Nevertheless, 
the more he relented towards Winny, the moro wrath didi 
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he expend upon his father. If Colonel Armyn had not told 
him that he ‘hoped he would not be so ungentlemanly as 
to annoy the poor child” he might not have been so hard- 
hearted towards her; and thus Escott laid the blame of all 
his own faults upon his father’s shoulders, as usual, and 
was far from real repentance for his own faults; though, 
away from Algernon Smith, and goaded no more by the 
desire of asserting his own independence, there was not 
much danger of his openly outraging the conventional 
decencies of life. 

So at last it was that he received a black-edged letter, _ 
with an Erconbury post-mark, in a lady’s hand which he 
did not recognise, as he was sitting at breakfast with Major 
and Mrs. Milford, and his fellow-pupil, a certain St. Leger. 

He opened it and read, on a small sheet of paper enclosed 
in a larger one :— 


“Our dear Winny died on Tuesday morning at half-past 
ten o'clock, very peacefully and without much pain. The 
funeral will be on Saturday, at three. I enclose the letter 
she wrote to you. It was finished about a week before she 
died. It will tell you its own story.—Yours, 


« Nest Corpe.i, WILLIAMS.” 


« Armyn, have you had bad news ?”’ said Major Milford, 
starting up; for with a stifled groan, Escott had pushed 
back his chair, laid his arms on the edge of the table, and 
hidden his face on them, while his whole body quivercd 
and writhed. He made no answer. 

“My poor fellow,” said Major Milford, laying his hand 
on the young man’s shoulder. ‘‘ Can we help you in any 
way? What is it?” . 

Escott lifted up his head, and controlled himself with an 
cort, but his face was grim and grey. ‘‘No, thank you. 
I have-heard of the—the death of a friend. I am sorry to 
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have disturbed you, but I must go home at once. Could 
you teli me when the next train starts for London? I can ‘t 
remember.” 

“11.25,” said Major Milford. “Go and pack up what 
you want, and I will order a fly to take you to tho 
station.” 

Escott made his way out of the room, and into his own. 
He locked the door, and then sat down in a sort of stupor. 
He could not believe it. Winny dead! Winny, so full of 
life and fun, and spirits and energy! It was impossible ; 
it was an entire mistake. The very idea told its own re- 
futation. Girls like her don’t dic. She is not the sort. 
And so he went on trying to refute the fact—for fact ho 
knew it was—that stared into his face from toat line in 
Nest’s handwriting. .‘‘ Our dear Winny died on Tuesday 
morning, at half-past ten.” 

And all the time he knew too well that it was true. 
Then—still half stupid with the shock, he unfolded the two 
sheets that contained the feeble, faltering handwriting—the 
last of Winny that he should ever see. Te read the girl's 
tender, loving farewell straight through to the end, and 
then, poor fellow, he dropped down as if he had been shot. 
He was a strong man, but all the same for that, he lay 
there half unconscious on the floor for some time, until he 
was roused by the servant knocking at the door to say the 
fly had come. He was in no state to travel cighty miles, 
for ko could hardly drag himself across the room: and the 


fly had to be sent away, and ordered for to-morrow, ` 


And then, once roused, the full passion of grief and 
remorse had its way. It is not a sight to describe, but to 


_ pity and pass over. Escott had always been violent in all 
lüs emotions, and he was nearly out of his mind now. If 


it had not been for the softening influence of Winny's 
letter his life might not have been safe from his own hands, 
so terrible was the remorse and the self-loathing which 
overwhelmed him during -that terrible day of solitude. 
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Major Milford interfered at last, when he bad heard him 
pacing his room the whole day like a lion in a cage, anà 
found that he persisted in declining food. He really 
dreaded lest the young man’s mind should go: and, taking 
the matter into his own hands, he peremptorily commanded 
him to swallow a plateful of soup, and administered a 
sleeping potion. Escott had not strength to refuse, and 
before very long he was asleep. 

The next day he came down to breakfast, looking grey- 
faced and haggard, but having recovered his power of 
self-control Tt was Saturday—the day of the funeral. 
He drove off to the station, took his ticket, and went on 
mechanically until he arrived at Erconbury. He slept for 
the greater part of the way, from the exhaustion of his 
yesterday's excitement. At last the high green embark- 
ments shelved down suddenly, and disclosed the well-known 
valley, with its quaint houses and tall cathedral spire. It 
was a bright, cold, clear afternoon. Two o'clock. He 
might reach Lyke church in time for the funeral. He 
preferred walking, as exciting less altention. He gave up 
his ticket, and began his walk, with a sort of stunned 
sensation upon him. 

He was in that sort of mood when a man entches cagerly 
at any trifles which may divert his thoughts from the 
burden which he feels is crushing him down, and which 
he dares not give way to. He noticed that there were 
young green nettles cropping up in the hedgerows; that a 
few gnats were dancing in the sun in sheltered places ; 
that the terminal buds of the hedgerow elms were thick- 
ening and reddening with the coming spring. Then he 
heard the low toll of Lyke bell. The sound came swing- 


ing over the trees, drowning the note of the missel- AREN 7 


as he sat and piped his pathetic overture to the spring. 
Again and again it tolled, and he shrank from it each time 
as if it stabbed him. He reached the church at last. Tt 
was about a quarter before three, and a crowd of school. 
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children and poor people were beginning to collect. 
Escott shrank into the darkest corner he could find, just 
behind the open door, and waited. It seemed to him as 
if he were in some bad dream; that he should wake, and 
find it so. There was Winny’s seat, where he had so 
often looked at her during Mr. Heydon’s sermons, and 
wondered how she could sit them out so patiently. ‘There 
was her little purple morocco prayer-book, with the worn 
corners, which she had used ever since she was a litélo 
toddling creature in socks and worked white frocks, hold- 
ing Aunts Hermy’s hand as she trotted up the aisle, and 
more interested in the yaricty of the red initials than in 
the prayers they inaugurated. Could it be that the littlo 
figure would never slip into that familiar place again ? 
There was a sound outside, and the bell had stopped. 
They were bringing her here now—here along the path 
over which her light feet had tripped so often, but would 
never trip again. Escott saw the cofin with its white 
pall, and the dark cluster of mourners behind it. And 
then the service began. He knelt through it all in his 
dark corner, and nobody saw him. It seemed to him that 
he was an outcast from it all. Winny was a ‘spirit in 
bliss,” but he was ‘* bound upon a wheel of fire that his 
own tears did scald like molten lead.” Winny’s prophecy 
had come true: his sins had found him out at last. ` Alas ! 
it was no dream. What was done could not be undone. 
Ifo wouid never—or so it seemed to him—be fit to meet 
her pure, saintly spirit, in this world or the next. Ie 
did not go out to the grave among the crowd: he felt as if 
it would be a desecration for him to come near, among 
iho rest;.so he remained kneeling in the dark corner, in 
his humiliation. Ie dared not even pray. He listened 
to the words as the air brought them through the open 
door, behind which he was hidden ; but it seemed to him 
that he had no part in them. No part in them, no part 
with Winny. Ife had had his chance, and had lost it; 
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and henceforth he was deservedly an outeast, shut our 
from God's mercy for ever ! 

So thought poor Escott in his morbid remorse, as ho 
walked up and down the churchyard in the dark shadow 
between the yew-trees and the Rectory wall, when all was 
over, and only a few children were lingering to see tho 
sexton shovel in the carth and fill up the grave. Then, 
wlien even this was done, and the old man had locked up 
the church and gone, Escott went out again, and sat in 
the porch, in the fading daylight, whence he could see the 
graye. He thought of Winny, and of all that she had 
been to him since his first coming to Lyke ; he remem- 
bered her merry winning girlish ways, the sweet little face 
with the dancing eyes, the mirth that she always brought 
with her, the blank that she always left behind. And 
then, with the bitter sting of unavailing repentance, he 
thought of those miserable days during her visit at the 
Manor; how swect-temperedly she had borne his sul- 
lenness and jealousy, how earnesily she had warned him ; 
and, alas! how little he had heeded her warning. And 
now—and now—for all his yearning cries and bitter tears, 
he could get no nearer to her than the outside of the 
four feet of rough brown carth that shut in the face he 
had loved, and the small clasping hands that had held his 
so tenderly only a little while ago! 

He went out, and fell on his knees beside the grave. 
“I deserve it all, Winny—I deserve it all,” he said aloud, 
as if she could hear him. ‘‘It was quite true what they 
said—that I was not worthy to think of you. How could 
LT have dared—how could you havo borne to think of me, 
knowing what I was?” And he lay prone upon the grave, 
as if, in lying there, he was nearer Winny; conscious of 
his own vileness, loathing himself beyond all words. Ali 
at once he heard the click of the churchyard gate, and a 
slender dark figure entered. In the dusk of the evening 
he could not see who it was. Ho rose, and was going to 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


- 280 ; THE PANELLED MOUSE. 


draw away unobserved; but he had only backed against 
the church wall in his bewildered endeavours when she 
came up. It was Nest, with a cross of early violets in 
her hand. She could not bear to leave Winny’s grave 
„unmarked this first night, and so she had stolen down 
when it grew dark to lay them there—perhaps to cry a 
little too, in peace, and unnoticed. 

She stooped down-and laid the violets on the grave, and 
then she caught sight of scott. Sorrow was teaching 
poor Nest many things, and quickening her perception. 
She knew who it must be that was standing thore in the 
dark. She walked up to him a little timidly, and said, 
touching him— 
~ * Escott, is that you?” 

He did not answer, but she felt him tremble all over 
under her light touch. 

« You should not stay out here,” she said, gently; ‘ it 
is getting so late. Come back with me.” 

“IJ can't,” said Escott, trembling all over; ‘unless 
you mean I am too bad even to come near her grave.” 

«No, no,” said Nest; “how can I mean that, when 
she wrote that letter to you, and thought of you, I believe, 

- to the last minute she lived ? She would not like you to 
stny out here, and lie on the ground so late, and make 
yourself ill. And besides, if you would not mind,” she 
added, changing her tone, “I should be glad of your 
walking back with me; it is so dark along the lane, and 
one never knows whom one may mect this time in the 
evening.” - 

Thus adjured, Escott had nothing to do but to obcy. fio 
walked by Nest’s side over the green, and through the 

“village, without a word. ‘Then Nest spoke again— 

- “Sho was so much afraid that you would be very un- 
happy ; but she was quite satisfied herself that it would all 
he right with you. You don’t mind my telling you about 
it?” l 
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Escott grasped her hand convulsively, in a way that was 
answer enough, and Nest went on in her quiet voice, 
telling little incidents of Winny’s illness, without requiring 
an answer. When they reached the Panelled House, she 
said— 

“ If you wait here in the garden for a minute, I will go 
and get that white cross she spoke of in her letter. I 
know she would like you to have it as soon as possible.” 

Escott waited as he was bidden; but she was hardly 
out of sight when a voice said, in quick tremulous tones— 

‘© Who is there?” 

He thought he recognised it as Miss Imogen’s, and made 
no answer. 

“« Who is there?” it said again; and then, growing 
bolder, went up to him, and said, bravely, ‘* What is your 
business here, and what is your name ?” 

“I am here because Miss Williams brought me to wait 
while she fetched something she wished me to have,” said 
poor Escott, feeling as if he were indeed an interloper 
where he had no business to be. “She is gone to get it, 
and I shall not intrude upon you a moment longer.” 

“ Do you mean to say that you are Escott Armyn?” 
said Aunt Immy. 

“ Yes,” said he, heartily wishing that he could say that 
he was any one clse. 

“And you dare to show your face here!” said Aunt 
Immy, bursting into tears; ‘‘ when it’s you, and no one 
else, that are the murderer of my poor darling; and cer- 
tainly I'd sooner sce her laid in her grave as she is than 
your wife. But to think of your having the face to coma 
here! And now that you are here, Escott Armyn, let me 
give you a piece of my nrind, and I only hope you'll 
profit by it,” went on Aunt Immy. between the sobs. 
*©You’vo been the trial of your father’s life all your days ; 
and what the Almighty sent you into this world for I can’t 
think, for if if were not for you my pocr darling might 
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nave beon alive and well this day. I know—I know how 
you came home that day she was waiting and watching 
_for you in the cold ut the stile by the three poplars; and I 
know how it was your bad ways that broke her heart 
before that. Yes, I dare say I’m very uncivil and all 
that, but I have reason to be, and I mean to be. If no 
one else will point out to you where your bad ways will 
bring you, I will. But have you here I won't. Whatever. 
Nest wants you to have shall be sent after you, if it is 
yours; but you, Escott Armyn, never show your face here 
again, or I may say something I shall be sorry for.” 

She stopped for want of breath, and he obeyed, and 
went out without a word, like a beaten dog. He had 
been only gone for about a minute, but was out of hear- 
ing, when Nest came down with the little white cross. 

“ Did you seo poor Escott outside ? I asked him to wait 
while I got this,” said Nest, mecting Aunt Immy in tho 
doorway. 

« Yes, I did sce him, and I sent him away. I think it 
is very improper, Nest, for you to dream of such a thing 
as asking him within these gates after what has happened. 
You know it is all his fault—every bit of it.” 

Oh!” said Nest, sitting down on the lowest step of 
the stairs, while tears came to her eyes, “I am so sorry! 
I am afraid he will do something desperate to himself. I 
found him there at the grave, and I could hardly persuade 
him to leave it.” 
= “I can’t think how you could say a word to him!” said 
Aunt Immy. 

«I could not help it,” said Nest, “when I thought 
how she cared for him to the end.” 

The end of the sentence was little more than a whisper. 

And Nest went out-to the gate, and listened, and even 
called for scott once or twice ; but there was no answer. 
The stars were shining overhead, and the cold spring 
wind was blowing the leafless branches about; and Nest 
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thought, “ She must be quite used to her new life now. I 
wonder if she has forgotten the old one yet !”’ 

But to this there could be no answer. ven the stars, 
were they as wise as astrologers used to believe, could not 
tell of the life of the departed; and the wind, that tells 
its mysterious tale to the carth, can tell none of a higher 
mystery than itself. Nest might dream and wonder, but 
she could not pieree the barrier. She might fancy Winny 
looking down like the “ Blessed Damozel”’ in Rossetti’s 
poem :— ; 


“ Wer seem'd she scarce had been a day 
One of God's choristers : 
The wonder had not yet quite gone 
From that still look of hers: 
Albeit to those she left, that day 
Had counted as ten years. 


«tI wish that he would come to me, 
For he will come,’ she said. ‘ 
t Have I not prayed in heaven? on earth, 
Lord, Lord, has he not pray’d? 
Are not two prayers a perfect strength, 
And shall I be afraid ?’” 


But after all, that might be only a fancy—a beautifu. 
dream. Her thoughts might knock at the closed portal, 
and be beaten back from its adamant doors with bruised 
and fluttering wings. There was one thought, not hers, 
nor fanciful, which .would not fail her. 

« God is not the God of the dead, but of the living; for 
all live unto Him.” 

Surely enough. What more could she need than the 
assurance that one life joined them together still, whether 
here or there ? 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


284 


PART ILL. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE VACANT CHAIR. 


But it seemed such child's play, 
Khat they said and did with the Lady away! 
Nay, to my mind, the world’s face look’d so stern, 
As that sweet form disappear’d through the postem, 
She that kept it in constant good humour, 
It ought to have stopp’d: there seem’d nothing to do more. 
But the world thought otherwise, and went on.” 


BROWNIN, 

-Tuar was the worst of it. The world went round without 
Winny, and every one got used to the blank, except Nest. 
Even Aunt Hermy and Aunt Immy had other interests 
and pleasures than those which were connected with the 
dead girl; and Aunt Hermy took to the knitting of a 
Shetland shawl, in a delicate spider-like pattern, and 
Aunt Immy trotted about the garden in the spring sun- 
` shine, and lectured her poor people as usual. They had 
not forgotten her—they thought of her every hour of the 
day ; but yet they seemed as if they could be contented 
without her, and Nest could not. 

One year ago, how diferent everything had been! She 
and Winny had been together, sharing their little dutics 
‘and enjoying their. little pleasures: looking out to the 
unknown faturo as something indefinitely rich in possi- 
bilities of delight, which, if it brought trouble with it, 
would bring a compensation in a wider. knowledge of ife- 
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% would entail. And now, in this one year, the futura 
lad come and had crushed Nest from a bright, imaginative 
girl into a grave, lonely woman, who looked on life no 
longer as a fair landscape, veiled in morning mist, but as 
a long and dreary desert, which must be crossed before the 
home was reached. 

None the less, however, Nest was happier now, in the 
true sense of happiness, than she had been in those days 
at Sandbeach, when she had talked to Colonel Armyn. 
The bitterness was gone out of her heart. Winny’s death- 
bed had been a cure for that. The brave, loving courage 
of the little sister had raised Nest’s view of buman nature, 
and had made her able to accept, as Winny did, the fact 
that there was something in life better than happiness, to 
which men are led by strange and devious ways. Sho 
could enter into what Colonel Armyn had told her now. 

When sho began to look forward to the life which lay 
before her, she found more difficulty than in simply wait- 
ing and bearing her pain. All that seemed left to her was 
to fill up the long interval of life, which stretched out so 
lonely and dreary before her, with some tangible work for 
others. She was a good nurse; and her attendance by 
Winny’s sick-bed had taught her many things which can 
only be taught by experience. She might make herself — 
useful in the world in this way perhaps. But when she 
broached the subject to ler aunts, Aunt Hermy said, 
tearfully, that she must not go and leave them too—they 
could not spare her; and Aunt Immy scolded her for 
being so foolish as to think of such a thing, and told her 
to read her duty to her neighbour, and see what was said 
there about doing her duty in that state of life. So Nest 
found that there was no deliverance. for her from that 
quarter: 

No; there was nothing for it but to wait. ‘ All things 
come round to him who knows how to wait,’ as the 
French proverb says. Waiting seemed to be the one 
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lesson she had to learn; she seemed of no use in tk3 
world. She could not even take refuge in the thought that 
she was trying to help Escott; for Escott had vanished 
from Lyke the day after the funeral, and was supposed to 
be at his tutor’s. She was not good at parish work : she 
was too shy, and too afraid of intrusion into the poor 
women’s concerns, to be at her case in cottages; and no 
one without this gift is of much use in parish labour. She 
had to school herself to patience, and to try to be content 
in uselessness. But it was hard work. Hor aunts little 
guessed what weariness of heart underlay the would-be 
cheerful talk and smiles which Nest eee herself to put 
on for them. 

Mrs. Heydon, as usual, saw most deeply into the matter, 
«T don't believe you pity Nest half enough, Imogen,” she 
said to her one day. ‘‘ One of two sisters thatis left behind 


_ is always very desolate; and those two were so devoted 


` 


to cach other! If I were you, I should find some excite- 
ment for her, or I should not wonder if she were ill too. 
Why don't you pick out some cligible young man ?” 

Aunt Immy cleared her throat indignantly and said they 
liad had enough of young men: there was Edward Anderson, 
and there was Escott Armyn, and much good they had 
been, except to break the girls’ hearts. 

Mrs. Heydon saw that she had not taken much by her 
move. 

At last, however, on a warm day in the end of March, 
a little break came in the monotony of this life. Nest was 
sitting in the summer-house, with her needlework in her 
kand, and George Herbert lying open before her on the 
rough wooden table. . Nest was trying to learn onc of 
the poems, to wile away her thoughts from her owr 
troubles :— ` 

“So I went $ 
To fetch a sacrifice out of my fold, 


Thinking with that which I did thus present 
To warm his loy e, which I did fear grew cold. 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


THE VACANT CHAIR. 267 


Put as my heart did tender it, the man 

Who was to take it from me, slipt his hand 
And threw my heart into the scalding pan: 
My heart that brought it—do you understand ? 
The offerer’s heart.” 


A step on the gravel path roused her. She looked up 
end saw Colonel Armyn standing before her. She started 
up with a pleased surprise. 

“I did not know you were come back,” she said, with 
a sort of relief she had not known for a long time. “O 
Colonel Armyn, I am so glad to see you again!” And 
then, by way of showing her gladness, poor Nest burst 
into tears. 

“ Poor child, poor child! I have been so sorry foi 
you. But I only heard of your trouble yesterday, on my 
return.” 3 

“T did not mean to be so silly,” she said, when she had 
recovered herself a little; ‘* only, you know, the last time 
I saw you it was when you came up to sce her.” 

“ Don’t apologise,” said Colonel Armyn. ‘* We are old 
friends, you know, Nest. And I am in trouble myself, 
too, so that I could not blame you if I wished.” 

She looked up at his face, and it struck her that he 
looked worn and anxious. 

“ What is it—Escott ?” she said. 

“ Yes. Look at these two letters that I found waiting 
for me on my return. This is from Major Milford—Escott's 
tutor, you know.” 

Nest read it. It merely stated that as Escott had been 
away for a month, Major Milford hoped that he was suf- 
ficiently recovered from the shock he had received to 
return to his work, as he could not afford ta waste too much 
time. He had not Escott’s address, and so could not 
write to him personally. 

‘+ As I believed that Escott was with Milford all this 
time, A was a little : surprised at reading this. Thon 
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they brought in thin note, which poor Escott had left for 
me.” 
Nest read :— 


«My pear Farner,—tI have made up my mind to go 
away where no one will ever know me. I cannot stay 
here; I shall go mad if I do. I have been a bad son to 
you, and I hope you will trouble yourself no more about 
me. You had better look on me as dead henceforth. 
Perhaps you will be glad to hear that your words have 
come true, and I am utterly wretched. ‘They say I killed 
her; I did not mean to do that, and I hope you will 
believe me. I should be glad if any one killed me, except 
that she wanted me to repent. It would do no good if I 
did, as far as I can see, for nothing I could do would ever 
undo what has been done. I have the two hundred pounds 
my grandmother left me, and when they are done I mean 
to live by the work of my hands, and want no other 
help. The best I can hope for is to be forgotten by every- 
body; and you had better give out that I am dead. 


t EScCoTT ARMYN.” 


=“ Can he be in his right mind ?” said Nest, laying down 
dhe wild, incoherent letter. ‘Poor Escott! I suppose 
she was right after all, and he did care for her.” 

‘© He must have been desperate when he took that mad 
resolve, poor fellow! JI wish I had been at home, more 
than I can say.. The only comfort is, that he evidently 


= has no intention of laying hands on himself. If there hed 


been any one to say a kind word to him——’ 
“J did try,” said “Nest, her eyes filling with tears. 

“But while I went to get the little cross Winny wanted 

him to have, Aunt Immy found him waiting in the garden, 

and I am afraid she spoke sharply to him/at finding him ` 

there. Indecd, I am very sorry.” 
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“ Don't distress yourself, my dear. Indeed, I don't 
think that any one but you would have brought yourself to 
do as you did.” 

“Tt seemed as if I were still doing something for her,” 
said Nest, in a low voice. “I knew how she had thought 
of him to the end, you know; and how she believed that 
somehow her death would be a turning-point for him, and 
that comforted her, and made her quite happy to go. 
Sometimes,” said Nest, sorrowfully, “I used to feel quite 
angry, when I thought how little he deserved such love as 
hers; but I can sce now that it was a great blessing for 
her. She used to have such a morbid dread of dying, you 
know, and yet, when it came to the point, she had none. 
But I am very selfish, talking about her when you are 
thinking of poor Mscott.” 

«I wish we were none of us more selfish,” said 
Colonel Armyn. ‘And though poor Escott’s remorse 
has taken such a terrible line, I can't be too thankful that 
the crust has broken down in any way. -I blame myself 
in great part, Nest; for I begin to fear that I never under- 
stood him, poor fellow! though I thought I had. I never 
gave him credit for so much feeling. On the whole, I am 
afraid that I, who ought to have known so much better, 
havc the most cause for repentance of the two.” 

« You did your best.” 

« Yes, it was my best, I believe ; but my best ought to 
have been better. A little more tact, a little more sym- 
pathy. Well, I suppose ‘ might have beens’ had always 
hetter be avoided, unless to confess them where confession 
is needful. And now, Nest, I want to hear abont you. 
I have been very selfish all this time, talking about myself. 
Wow are you getting on, my dear? You don’t look par- 
ticularly well.” 

Neither did she; for the heavy black draperies made 
her face look smal! and white, and her cyes were red, as 
if with constant crying. Mrs. Heydon had said that 
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morning that Nest was growing quite plain and insignifi- 
cant-looking ; and there was some truth in the remark. 
But Colonel Armyn did not notice her deterioration in 
beauty, if it was there to see. Ife was only struck by the 
forlornness of the eyes and tho drcop of the upper lip. 

«Pretty well, thank you,” said Nest, wearily; “of 
course I can’t expect my life to be what it was with her. 
But I manage to get on from day to day, though I often 
wish if was over.” 

« You are too young to wish that,” said Colonel Armyn., 

“ How can I help it? My life is so-very empty now. 
I wish my aunts would let me turn nurse, or anything to 
fill it up. If only we were poor enough, I might go out as 
a governess, and feel that I was doing some good. But 
now every day seems so long and so dreary, that my 
heart quite fails me when I think I am not twenty-two 
yet.” 

‘Don’t you occupy yourself with your writing ?” 

“I can't. I always used to read what I had written to 
her,” said Nest; “and whether it is that, or that trouble 
has made me {haath I don't know; but I have no ideas to 
write about. I seem to have methine to do but to sit still 
and think of her. You sce, Aunt Hermy and Aunt Immy ` 
are enough for one another, as she and I used to be; and 
I can’t be of any uso to them—they don’t want me really, 
though they fancy they do. But all this time I am talking 
about myself, when you must be thinking about poor 
Escott,” she added, after a pause, during which he mada 
no reply. 

“No; indeed, it was not that. I was listening and ` 
thinking what could bo done for you.” 

‘Nothing, I am afraid. But what are you going to: do 
about Escott ?” 

“I have set detectives to work; but you seo there car 
be so little trace of him, and it is a month ago. If. man 


chooses to lose himsolf, it is not so very casy to find him 
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at any time. He may be in America by this time. Poor 
fellow !” 

“I can’t help believing, as Winny did, that he will 
come right at last. Such love as hers must conquer.” 

“Tt may,” said Colonel Armyn, gravely. 

« See how much cect it has had already. There must 
be something to work upon in him, or he would not havo 
been uprooted from all his former associations like this. 
O Colonel Armyn, indeed I believe that he will come back 
to you, as you would be most glad to see him.” 

“I hope you are a true prophet, Nest,” said Colonel 
Armyn, sadly. ‘ But you can have no idea how utterly ho 
threw all restraint to the winds during that time when he 
was alone here after Flora’s wedding. My dear, you know 
too little of the world to guess how bad it was. If your 
aunt had had any idea of his conduct, she could not have 
allowed your sister to appoint that meeting with him which 
she has just been telling me about. Indeed, when I 
heard how he had been going on, I felt as if I ought to 
have done public penance for bringing him here.” 

“ But,” said Nest, ‘he can never be the same again. 
Ife must repent of it now, as Winny always said he would.” 

«If it is repentance, and not remorse only,” said 
Colonel Armyn. ‘Only suppose he takes to his evil 
courses again, out of desperation, just to drown his con- 
science. What is to save him then ?” 

“I don’t think it will be so. And if it-is, no one is 
beyond the reach of God’s mercy even then, I suppose. 
I am sure Winny was right. The thought was such a 
comfort to her that it must have been true. I can’t believe 
it was fancy.” 

In trying to comfort him, Nest scemed to torget her own 
trouble for the time; and in listening to her comforting 
words, Colonel Armyn’s own forebodings grew lighter. 
They did each other good, evidently, even in this short 
interview. 
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After it was over, Colonel Armyn went back to his own 
house. It was a dreary place enough now. Flora and 
Mrs. Escott between them had managed to keep things 
morc or less comfortable ; but now the absence of a lady’s 
cye began to tell very plainly. The housekeeper liad had 
if her own way for the last three months; and Colonel 
Armyn returned to find her mistress of the situation, 
and himself an interloper. She kept him upon a diet 
vf mutton chops. and sago puddings, under the com- 
fortable certainty that “€ master never made no fuss ;” and 
when he once ventured to hint at a little variety, she 
silenced him at cnce with ‘ Law, sir! and they so good 
for the digèstion!” ‘The fires always smoked or went out ; 
the papers he wanted were always put away into inacces- 
sible corners ; and there were not many middle-aged men 
in Colonel Armyn’s position who would have endured so 
much domestie discomfort without taking refuge from it in 
London life and a club. 

He came back from one of Mr. Heydon’s Lent evening 
lectures one night and found the fire out. It-was too cold 
for him to feel it pleasant to sit still in a fireless room: the 
Llackthorn winter was shriveliing up the carly gooseberries 
and brightening the stars with frost. Ho walked up and 
down ile room and paced the sounding, carpetless boards, 
and his thoughts turned to Nest in her loneliness. 

«Jf she is so unhappy, perhaps she would not think the 
ilca so preposterous after all,” he thought to himself. It 
must have been some very familiar idea of which he was 
thinking, fer he did not name it in his thoughts. “ Forty- 
six—twenty-two. I am more than twice her age. Dut 
then she has known plenty of trouble, poor dear child! 
She is not like an ordinary girl of that age. I wonder if . 


-I could-make her happy, or if I am really too old for her 
to love me, except as she might love -her grandfather. 
‘Fancy what it would be to haye her sitting there opposite 


me; to hear her soft; kind voice calling me ‘Hugh.’ No, 
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J must put myself out of the question, or else 1 shall be 
taking advantage of her loneliness and solitude to ask her 
now, when she is in the mood to fly to any change as 
a relief, and might come to repent it afterwards. I wili 
wait and sce her recover a little, so that I may take no 
unfair advantage of her. O Nost, my child, if I were to 
wreck your happiness as I have done my own!” 

And the eager look on his face settled into a grave 
resolute tenderness, which would have given an. observer 
the idea that, whether for his own happiness or against it, 
he would not bias the scale one jot in his own favour. If, 
on further trial, he thought that Nest would be happier 
as nis wife, he would ask her to marry him ; if otherwise, 
he would sink his own happiness in the thought of hers 
and leave her, wishing her God speed. 
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Some lost Lady of old years, 
With her neauteous vain cudeavour 
And gooaness unrepaid as ease— 
-So she glides as down a valley, 
Taking up with her contempt 
Past our reach: and in the flowers 


Shut her unregarded hours.” 
BROWNING. 


Wien May was already far advanced, Aunt Hermy and 
Aunt Immy held a consultation as to what they could do 
to brighten up Nest, who still remained so far from being 
her old self, that they began to doubt whether time would 
be the absolute restorative that they had expected. Nest 
did what sho could to fill Winny’s place as well as her 
own; but tasks that Winny had fulfilled lightly and easily, 
were to Nest heavy burdens ; tke merry heart that could 
have gone all the way was wanting, and the sad one tired 
in a mile. At last they proposed asking one of the Ander- 
sons to pay them a yisit, and Nest begged that Loucy 
might be the one invited. She did not care much about 
seeing any one herself, but she thought that a visit to Lyke 
might not come amiss to Loney, who so seldom had any 
little change of this sort. 

Louey accepted the invitation with great delight, and -on 
the appointed day sho arrived at the station at Erconbury. 
Nest was thero to meet her, and though the station was 
fuller than usual, it was not difficult to descry Louey’s tall 
gaunt figure, honest good-tempered face, and vory plain: 
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dress. In fact, Loucy’s dress was the only point upon 
which she resisted her sisters’ advice ; for she said that she 
could not make herself look anything but ugly, and p.e- 
ferred to spend her money otherwise. Certain obscure 
London charities could have given an account of the rest 
of Louey Anderson's small allowance. 

«How well you are looking, Loucy!” said Nest, as 
they drove back to Lyke together. 

“I can’t return the compliment, my dear. Have you 
been ill, Nest?” 

“ No—I am well enough,” said Nest, ‘only I have had 
a year of trouble since I saw you, Loucy, and that does not 
improve one’s looks, I suppose.” 

“ Ah yes, you poor dear child, I know you have. I 
have thought of you very often, Nest.” 

“ Thank you,” said Nest, in a tone as if she meant it. 

“And now that I am here,” said Louey, ‘ you must 
promise not to bother yourself about entertaining me; 
leave me alone when you like, and talk to me when you 
- like. Do you understand ?” 

« Yes, thank you, Loucy. It is very good of you, but I 
am afraid you will find me very dull company.” 

“ I don't mind if I do,” said Loucy. 

A country visit in the spring was a real treat to this 
London girl, who had never been out of town in May in 
her lifo; and she was perfectly rapturous at tho sight of 
the young green of the trees, and the bluebells in the 
nedges. She made Nest really laugh at her delight, and 
say that it must be worth while to be a cockney to enjoy it 
so much. 

« But don’t you enjoy it, Nest—you who used to be so 
fond of the country, and sketching, and all ? ” 

“I have got stupid lately, and one place seems to mo 
almost the same as another,” said Nest, wearily. “ Por- 
haps I shall get over it some time, but you know Winny 
used to be so fond of the spring and the wild flowers.” 
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It did not take much of this sort of thing to show Louey 
that Nest wanted both stimulating and sympathy. Good 
Louey had plenty of common sense, and she resolved to 
use it on Nest's behalf. She founl that Nest scarcely ever 
went beyond. tlie garden, except to church, and that her 
aunts let her take her own way, for fear of distressing her. 
So Louey insisted on taking her out for walks, and sug- 
gesting expeditions to places which she professed to be very 
desirous to see; and making her listen to Thackeray read 
aloud while she worked. After a fortnight of this réyime, 
Nest scemed perceptibly brightened. Her checks began 
to resume their natural slight flush, and the dark circles 
under her eyes began to disappear. Aunt Hermy and 
Aunt Immy noticed the improvement, and congratulated 
one another on the success of their remedy. 

About this time they proposed to have a little dinner- 
party. It was to consist of Colonel Armyn, Mr. and 
Mrs. Heydon, and Mr. Burnet; but on the day before it 
came off, Colonel Armyn received a note from his daughter, 

` which made him immediately walk up to the Panelled 
House, where he found only Nest in the drawing-room. 

“Yon are the person I wanted. especially to sec,” he 
said. “Tho fact is, Nest, I have just heard from Flora, 
to say that she and Anderson wiii come down for a night 
to-morrow, on their way to Mr, Marblake’s, where they 
are to stay for a few days.” 

‘© Won't you bring them with you?” said Nest. “Wo 
shall have plenty of room.” 

‘ You would not like that, would you?” he said, senn- 
ning her face. Her eyes dropped, and she did not notice 
his glance. : 

“I shall not mind the least,” said Nest. ‘‘I know what 
you aro thinking of; but indeed I am quite cured of that 

“fancy. What has happened since has burnt it out of me, 
-I think.”  . = i 
She did not sce the look with which Coloncl Armyn 
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cegarded her, as she stood before him with drooping head. 
It was more than merely sympathetic; it was at once 
tender and wistful. It might have told her something 
which she did not guess, had she caught it then. 

“ You have not found any clue to Escott, have you ? ™ 
she said, after a pause, 

“None.” 

“ Do you think Flora has any idea ?” 

“ No; she said in her letter this morning, quite casually, 
that she had not heard anything of Escott for a long time. 
She is a very bad correspondent, and at the time when he 
went away they were travelling in Algeria, and had left 
no address. I have not told her, because her powers of 
reticence are not strong, and I don't want to make a nine 
days’ wonder of the poor fellow’s absence. I want to keep 
his place in the world open for him, so that he may drop 
back into it without exciting observation, 

* Poor Escott! I wonder where he is now?” 

« God only knows,” said Colonel Armyn, gravely. ‘It is 
the only comfort that is left me to think that He does know.” 

Here Aunt Hermy came into the room, and the téte-d- 
téte ended. 

«So you had another talk with your friend this morn- 
ing,” said Loucy afterwards. Nest had told her how kind 
Colonel Armyn had been to her, and how his words had 
helped her. 

« Yes,” said Nest. “I am very proud now that he 
does not treat mo like a-little girl—as of course I am to 
him. I really think he is quite as confidential to me now 
as he is to Aunt Hermy.” 
` a Well, he must be as near your age as hers.” 

«No, Louey ! she is sixty-five, and ho is forty-six.” 

« And you are twenty-two. Well, he is five years nearer 
her than you, but that is all.” 

«I thought if was more than that. Anyhow, I always 
think it very kind of him to talk to me, as if I were upon 
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an equality with him. By the bye, Louey, do you know 
that Edward and Flora are coming to dine here to-morrow 
evening ?” 

“No, not really ? do you mind it much?” 

‘© Not at all, in the way people seem ito think I ought, 
You see, what with his marriage following so soon, and 
then my trouble coming after that, I could not go on 
dreaming about him as I might have done. Perhaps it 
may be a little awkward at first, but it will be all the better 

to get it over quickly, for of course we must mect somo 
time or other.” 

Meanwhile Mrs. Heydon, who thought that Nest’s wel- 
fare was not duly regarded by her aunts, had been hatching 
a little plot of her own. This was to throw her and 
Mr. Burnet together, hoping that they might take a fancy 
to one another. What could be more natural, she thought ? 
Mr. Burnet had been attached to poor Winny, and Nest had 
never recovered her sister’s death.. Their mutual love for 
Winny would at once give them a community of feeling, 
and they must find out how well they were suited to one 
another. With this view Mrs. Heydon had had a luncheon- 
party, consisting of Nest, Louey, and Mr. Burnet; and as 
the wish.was in her case father to the thought, she casily 
persuaded herself that the friendly terms between the two 
were preliminary to a yet closer tic. 

She little guessed that Mr. Burnet had indeed met his 
fate at her luncheon party, but that his fate was not Nest. 
Perhaps Nest reminded him too much of Winny—perhaps 
her stillness was too like his own temperament to attract him. 
It was Louey Anderson—good, plain, sensible, straightfor- 
ward Loucy, with her agreeable conversation and frank, unaf- 
fected manners, who had struck him as one of the pleasantest 
people he had ever met, and whose acquaintance he had 
made up his mind to pursue. No one could look at Louey 
without perceiving that she was good, honest, and unselfish 
to the back-bone; and though she was far from pretty, the 
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expression of her face was so pleasing that he could not 
help liking to watch it. That he should find out her 
attractiveness proved conclusively that he was worthy of 
her. 

However, no one knew this; and the ten people who 
asseinbled in the drawing-room of the Panelled House on 
the appointed evening had had so many complications 
between them in times past that they had no leisure ic 
watch Mr. Burnet and Louey. Edward had not seen any 
of the family since his engagement to Nest was broken off ; _ 
Flora had not seen any of them since the day of her wed- 
ding, when poor Winny, in her gay scarlet and white, had 
officiated as bridesmaid ; and Louey had an uncomfortable 
recollection of the last time that she had seen Edward and 
Nest together, just after their engagement. All that could 
be done was to talk as persistently as possible upon trivial 
subjects, and in this Flora shone out, a sun among lesser 
stars. 

Edward and Flora were evidently fond of each other; 
fonder than in poetical justice they ought to have been. 
Edward looked at Nest as she sat by Flora, and said to 
himself that it was not wonderful that he should have pre- 
ferred his big handsome pink-checked wife to that white 
quict girl, and only wondered how he could ever havo 
fancied her. Flora-was pleased that Nest should hear how 
brilliantly Edward talked, and see his evidently prosperous 
and well-to-do appearance ; it showed that she had been 
right when she said that Edward's happiness depended on 
his marrying her. Perhaps neither of them would have 
been flattered had they known that Nest was silently 
weighing Iidward’s conversation in the balances of her 
mind, and finding it clever, flippant, shallow, with the one 
essential of depth and truth wanting. ‘‘ Howcould I havo 
worshipped him as I did ?” said Nest to herself, as she 
heard him giving out some light shallow opinion of the day 
in the style of the critic of the period. His talk was clever, 
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epigraminatic, sharp hitting; but it was the talk-of a man 
with more head than heart, and Nest could not help con- 
trasting with it the grave, kindly directness of one whose 
life told more of heart than head. Colonel Armyn’s talk 
was not brilliant by any means; his wisdom was practica: 
rather than theoretic, and considerably at fault when 
theories were necessary, as his education of poor Escott 
‘proved, and his son-in-law had some excuse for calling him 
an old Philistine ; but yet it was impossible to contrast the 
two without feeling that the one was of the world’s stan- 
- dard, and the other far above it. 

Perhaps Edward had altered somewhat since Nest had 
first known him. If two people with low ideas of right 
influence cach other much in their daily life, they are both 
likely to deteriorate, and Flora was not the sort of wife to 
raiso him. Her aspirations seemed to reach no higher 
thau a one-horse brougham, and an invitation to Lady X.'s 
afternoon tea-partics. Flora had always wanted some- 
thing that she had not got, and sho was not changed in 
this respect. ‘It is so. tiresome that we can't afford this 

- cmtinge,” she was saying to Mr. Heydon. ‘ Mrs. Bar- 
field, a neighbour of mine, has a delightful one. Her 
husband is a literary man like Edward, and he writes 
popular’ novels. They are not very proper; ‘Alaric the 
Fortune-hunter’ is one of them. But they sell famously, 
and I want Edward to try his hand at ihat sort of thing. T 
am sure he could do it as well as Mr. Barfield.” 

«T should think Mr. Anderson might find a more useful 
scope for his talents,” said Mr. Heydon. 

«O yes, I dare say he might; but not one that would 
bring him in more money, which is what signifies most to 
us. You. think me very mercenary, I am afraid, but I 
really mean what I say. One can’t be over-particular now- 
a-days.” 

-It was a pleasant, warm evening, ond after dinner they 
all dispersed into the gardon, and walked about in little 
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groups. Nest, who fancied that Mr. Burnet had been a 
little neglected, took one or two turns up and down the 
lawn with him, and then turned into the shady beech- 
walk, where Mr. Heydon and Louey were walking toge- 
ther. ‘he two couples coalesced for a moment, and then 
grouped themselves into a fresh arrangement, by which 
Mr. Burnet and Loney fell to cach other's share, while 
Nest talked to Mr. Heydon. She had a little aching ım 
her heart at the discovery of the tinsel which she had 
taken for gold, but it was rather because Edward's pre- 
sence brought to her notice the emptiness cf the niche 
which he once had filled than for any other cause. The 
fire of suffering had been to Nest like the euphrasy and 
rue with which the angel purged Adam's eyes; she had 
learned to see clearly at last, and to discern the true from 
the sham. . 

Mrs. Heydon was standing by Coloncl Armyn as they 
watched Nest and Mr. Burnet walking across the lawn. 
“As usual,” she said to him, “those two always pair 
together. Don't you think it will be a perfect match ?” 

“ What?” said Colonel Armyn, uncomprehending ; 
then, following the direction of her eyes, he said, “Do 
you mean that there is anything between Mr. Burnet and 
Nest?” 

« Well, I believe I may say so,” said Mrs. Heydon, 
little dreaming with what force of will he had resolutely 
steadied his voice for the question. ‘* They certainly 
always like to be together, and since he has come on the 
scene again she has brightened wonderfully. Have you 
net noticed it?” : 

“Yes, she docs look better than she did,” said Colonel 
Armyn, upon whom few of Nest’s looks were lost. “But 
I fancied that that was because she was recovering her 
natural spirits.” 

#©Q no, I assure you it is all Mr. Burnet,” said Mrs. 


Ueydon. ‘* He is constantly coming into Lyke now, and 
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I know it is to see her. I hope we shall lear some news 
‘of them before long.” 

Colonel: Armyn made no answer, but soon afterwards he 
went up to Miss Rivers and begged her to excuse him as 
he had something important to do at home. She thought 

_ he looked more stern than he was wont to be, but she took 
~ no notice, and he departed. 

He walked up and down the terrace for hours during 
that evening. He only knew how dear this hope had been 
to him since it seemed dashed from his lips. It was a 
dream, he thought—nothing but a dream. He, a man of 
forty-six, bronzed and weather-beaten, and aged by sorrow 
more than by years, to fancy that a young girl like Nest, 
not half his age, could ever think of him as a possible 
lover. He had seen her depressed and melancholy with 
disappointment and vercavement, and he had fancied that 
she might be happier as his wife. But now he saw that 
the young naturally preferred ihe young. Burnet would 
make her an excellent husband, no doubt, though as to 
being worthy of her “ And I doubt if he is above ten 
years younger than Iam!” said- poor Colonel Armyn to 
himself, feeling the circumstance a decided aggravation of 
his misfortune. Well, it was a foolish dream that he had 
had, but now he had awaked to the reality ; his youth was 
over; he had had his day. All the world was old now, 
and all the leaves were brown; and if he had fallen in lova 

-again at his years, so much the worse for him; for ho 
could not but be conscious that neither the boyish love ho 
had felt for Cordelia Rivers, nor the blind compassion 
which he had felt for Bella Escott, was anything “in force 
and intensity to the love of his ripe manhood, poured 
out without hope of return upon the head of Nest Wil- 
liams. 

Still he paced ihe terrace in the soft spring starlight, 
while the wind wafted the chimes of the cathedral clock to 
him in the stillness of the night. “Forty-six years, forty- 
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six years,” he said, “and probably at least twenty more. 
What is there for me to do in life? I have no object for 
which to live; no carcer to follow, no home even now. J 
have made a failure of everything I have tried—except 
my army career, and that I have had to give up. Thero 
is Flora married to that prig, aud not caring a farthing 
whether she ever seces me again or not; there is poor 
Escott lost to me, perhaps for ever. Uscless! useless ! 
utterly empty and vain. If Nest—but I will try not to 
think of that again, as it can never be. My darling, my 
sweet genile Nest, God grant you may be happy in your 
choice ! 

“ It is all right, I suppose,” he went on. ‘‘ The empti- 
ness of my life is my just punishment. I had those 
children to bring up and train, and where are they now ? 
I need not think that Escott is the only one who needs 
repentanee. Is it not worse for those who know what 
God's goodness is to fail in their duty than for those who 
know it not? ‘From him that hath not, even that which 
he hath shall be taken away.’ I must not repine if I may 
still keep hold of my clue of so many years, which hag 
helped me for so long—the thought that He has not laid 
me by and forgotten me, and that this fresh disappoint- 
ment shows it.” 

The carly summer dawn began to brighten in the north- 
east before Colonel Armyn went in. The peace which 
passes understanding had shed itself on his soul, and he 
felt that even the loss of Nest could not make him utterly 
wretched. The discipline of forty-six years had not heen 
spent in vain. 
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CHAPTER TIT. 
AT LAST. 


Mector! so thou art father to me now, 
Mother, and brother, and husband fair and strong I” 
KINGSLEY'S TRANSLATION, 


ir was quite remarkable how many imperative calls there 
were upon Mr. Burnet to walk up from Erconbury to Lyke 
during the days which followed. He had never exercised 
so much ingenuity before as he did now in devising ex- 
euses which brought him to the Panelled House, to his 
present’ charmer—honest-faced, plain, kindly Louey An- 
derson. Nest was very much interested in this new little 
romance. She had a little soreness at her heart that he 
should havo forgotten Winny so soon; but, after all, 
Winny had never cared for him, and probably never 
would have cared for him: under any cireumstances 
whatever. And she was so fond of Loucy that she could 
not but rejoice to think of her playing a more prominent 
and individual part in the world than she was ever likely 
to do as the Cinderella of three strong-minded sisters. 
Loney herself was so humble, and had had so little ex- 
perience of such affairs, that she would never have guessed 
that Mr. Burnct’s visits were specially to her, if Nest had 
not toid her so in so many words. loer enlightenment 
oceurred in this wise. One day Mr. Burnet came in, 


“bringing with him a lovely bunch of lilies of the valley, 


which were then in perfection. The two girls were toge- 


“ther in the drawing-room, and he said somewhat bashfully 


to Bliss Anderson, “I thought perhaps you might like 


these 
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“Oh, thank you,” said Louey; ‘ Miss Rivers will be 
ploased, won't she, Nest?” and she looked somewhit 
surprised that Nest did not join in the thanks. 

When the visitor was gone, she said, “ Why, Nest, how 
ungrateful you were to the poor man !”’ ; 

“ My dear, I could not thank him for what he meant 
for you,” said Nest, laughing. 

“For me!” said Louey. ‘My dear Nest, what are 
you thinking of?” 

“I am thinking that Mr. Burnet does not come all 
the way from Erconbury every day to see me or Aunt 
Hermy. No, Loucy, you are in for it, whether you like it 
or not.” 

«© What nonsense! I beg-your pardon, Nest,” sai 
Louey with her face in a flame. ‘ But it’s perfectly im- 
possible on the very face of it. Who would ever look 
twice at me ?” 

“Not so impossible as you think,” said Nest, kissing 
her. ‘You must make up your mind one way or tho 
other soon, I assure you, Louey. I hope you will havo 
him, for he is a most excellent man, and one that you can 
thoroughly trust. And that is the great thing,” she said 
gravely, thinking of her own experience. 

“ But it is so absurd ! I really must go home, Nest l I 
can't stay here to be made love to! Do you think ho 
would mind very much ?” she added in a more doubtful 
tone. 

Upon which Nest talked wisely and sensibly (‘‘as if she 
were forty-two, instead of twenty-two,” said Loucy), until 
she had pursuaded Louey not to run away in an access of 
shameficed shyness, but to stay and face her destiny. 
For although she was suddenly taken aback by this new 
idea, it was evident that she liked and respected Mr. Bur- 
net extremely; and although she was not the sort of 
woman to fall head over cars in love, as poor Nest had 
done, there was no reason why she should not let her pre- 

x 
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sent liking for him ripen into something deeper and more 
enduring. 

“Tf it had been Jane, or Lydia, or Maria, I should not 
have wondered, but that anybody should dream of me!” 
ssid Louey. “I can’t think what he could find in me !” 

«Your own individuality,” said Nest, laughing, and 
thinking that if some people rated themselves too high, 
there were others who rated themselves as much too low. 
Louey’s unselfishness saved her from the morbid scll-con- 
sciousness which sometimes torments people like her; but 
it was evident that she had not the slightest idea how her 
pleasantness and sensibleness influenced others. 

Thenceforward, Louey resigned herself to her fate, much 
to the amusement of the spectators. Aunt Immy, indeed, 

refused to believe that there was anything in it, and said 
that if thore was, she would not sanction it, for it would bo 
altogether shameful for him to be coming and making love 
to another girl, as you might say, before poor Winny was 
cold in her grave. -However, as Nest said, it was what 
Winny would have wished, and there was no other reason 
in the world to object. ° 
They did not talk about the matter except among them- 
selves. Aunt Immy ignored it, and Aunt Hermy was very 
much averse to gossip upon such subjects.’ Therefore, 
perhaps, it was not to be wondered at that Mrs. Heydon's 
view should bo that which she communicated to Colonel 
Armyn one day about this time. 

“Iam pretty sure,” she said, with a meaning look, 

“that my little: surmise is right. Mr. Burnet, to my 
- knowledge, called at the Panelled House five times in tho 
course of last week. I am so glad, for Nest’s sake! are 
not you?” — 
--*€ Of course, one can only be glad that she should choose 
what will be for her own happiness,” said Colonel Armyn, 
gravely. ~ : 

© Oh, T'see you don’t think he is good cnough for hor; 
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but I assure you that I have known him ever since he waa 
a boy, and no one has cver had a word to say against him. 
Only think how nice it will be to have her settled so near, 
for her aunts and all. And as for you, I expect that 
they will end by persuading you to come and live at 
Krconbury; I am sure Nest thinks that there is nobody 
like you.” 

Colonel Armyn thought within himself that this was the 
very last thing he was likely to do, but he did not say so. 
Ile left the communicative lady, and walked away into the 
beech-wood, trying to think of anything but Nest. But it 
would not do.. He felt now that, weak and incomplete as 
his life seemed, her presence would change it and complete 
it. Colonel Armyn was no reader of Browning—possibly 
he would not have understood ‘‘ Evelyn Hope,” if he had 

-read it—nevertheless it was tlie sentiment of that poem 
which now filled his mind— 


& Yet onc thing, one, in my soul's full scope, 
Either I missed, or itself missed me; 
And I want and find you, Evelyn Hope! 

What is the issue? Let us see.” 


Alas! he wanted Nest, but he had not found her. As he 
walked in the beech-wood, gay with the delicate greens and 
greys of the early summer, and watched the faint blue 
distance shining between the rounded trunks of the trees, 
he tried to fancy himself back again in his youth, and ta 
think of what might have been if he had been twenty years 
younger. The possibilities of the past had a glamour over 
them to him, something like what the possibilities of tho 
future have to the young. 

He heard voices, and presently saw three figures coming 
through the trees, talking together. They were Nest, - 
Louisa Anderson, and Mr. Burnet. THe. noticed that Nest 
was on the further side of the wood-path from Mr. Burnet, 
and. that Louey was next to him. The fancy seized 
Colonel Armyn to find out ‘whether anything had passed 
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between them, or whether, as a sudden hope came into his 
mind, that it might be Mrs. Heydon was making a mistake, 
He joined the party, and Nest dropped behind with him. 
Yet he dared not hope, though it was with no apparent reluct- 
ance that she left the other two to their solitude. ‘This 
might be the last time that he would ever walk thus with her. 

« Am I not taking you away from your friends ?” he 
said. ' 

“O no; they will be all the happier alonc,” said 
Nest, with a smile. ~ “ Where have you been all this time, 
Colonel Armyn? I don’t think we have seen you since 
that dinner-party. I suppose you have been away on poor 
Escott’s business.” 

‘No, I have been at home,” said Colonel Armyn, 
almost giddy with the fresh hope which Nest’s uncon- 
strained manner gave him. 

“ Then why have you not been to sec us?” 

u Well, there was a reason,” said Colonel Armyn, pull- 
ing his moustache. ‘But I don’t know if I dare tell it 
you, Nest.” 

‘¢ Please do,” snid Nest. 

“Mrs. Heydon gave me to understand that there was 
an attachment between you and Mr. Burnet,”’ said Colonel 
Armyn, looking straight before him. 

«J wish Mrs. Heydon would mind her own business, 
then,” said Nest, in a tone of annoyance. Then, laughing, 
“If she only did know how very different the case really 
is!” 

“Do you mean that there is any one else ?”’ said Colonel 
Armyn, in suspense, like that of Mahomet’s coffin. 

‘‘ There is some one else, certainly,” said Nest, looking 
towards the pair in front. “I suppose I ought not to tell 
you, but he proposed to Loucy this morning, and sho ac- 
cepted him.” 

“No!” said Colonel Armyn. ‘Then Mrs. Heydon's 
story was pure fiction ?~ 
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“ Pure fiction,” said Nest. ‘* But if it had not been, 
{ don’t sec why you should have siayed away so long. 
You would not have interrupted anybody.” 

The moment Nest had said it, a new consciousness came 
into her mind, which made her cheeks flame, as it struck 
her that there might be a reason, and that in that case her 
speech was most mal-d-propos. 

“ Shall we sit down,” said Colonel Armyn, ‘and I will 
tell you how it affected me?” 

Nest sat down upon a green mossy log, and Colone 
Armyn stood by her side. He noticed the pink flush in 
her cheeks, and the down-dropt eyes and sweet tremulous 
mouth, and he thought-that she must at last divine what 
he was going to say. 

‘‘Nest,” he began, “I ean’t help thinking that what I 
mn going to do must seem to you preposterous, so I will 
only beg one thing of you: that if you think fit to say no 
to it, I may not forfeit your friendship in consequence. 
Will you promise this ?”’ 

“I promise,” said Nest, holding out her hand. He took 
it in both of his, and then he went on, in a voice, which 
trembled with deep feeling— 

‘© When I first saw you, you were hardly more than 
a child, Nest. I used to look at you, and think. of your 
mother, and wish that Flora was like you. I used to 
wonder what your future life might be, and more than once 
I thought that if I were only twenty years younger, and 
had not Escott and Flora on my hands, I might have tried 
my fate. But while you were a merry, light-hearted young 
girl, without experience of life, T could not think of tryiag 
to come between you and any one more suitable to you. 
But since you have known trouble and disappointment, and 
since I have been left alone in the world, I have thought 
that perhaps you might be happier as my wife. Don’t 
answer hastily, my dear; take your time. Remember that 
Lam more than twice as old as you, and a battered and 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


310 TILE PANELLED HOUSE. 


leaten man into the bargain. I don’t say anything of *.3 
difference it would make to me—the difference between life 
and death,” he added, almost hoarsely, “ for I don't want 
you to weigh anything but your own happiness. I am not 
going to urge you cither way. You know me pretty well 
hy this time. If you take me, Nest, I shall thank God 
for it all my life through ; and if you don’t, you have pro- 
mised still to be my friend.” 

With that -he lct her hand go, and stood before her, 
waiting for her answer. 

«O Colonel Armyn!” she said, and began to ery. It 
was not very wise, perhaps, but people are not always 
wise at such times. 

“ Have I distressed you?” he said. “Don't ery, my 


. dear.- I see how it is—I ought to have known better,” 


and his face grew deadly white, as he drew back a step and 
leaned against a tree. 

“No, no,” said Nest, roused to sense by his tone, “ it is 
that you are so kind to me. If you really think I can 
make you happy——-” 

-~ Then he know that it was all right, and sealed the com- 
pact with a kiss on her brow. 

Nest only knew that a sense of comfort and protection 
came over her then such as she had never known before ; 
that if seemed to her, who had always, in a measure, stood 
alone in the world, and had never consciously known a 
father or a mother’s love, that a strong arm had come 


„between her and the storms of life, and made her safe and 
-rco thenceforth and for ever. The sense of trust, security, 


and peace, which came to Nest with the knowledge of 
Colonel Armyn’s affection was not like the feverish excite- 
ment of her girlish love for Edward Anderson ; but it was 
none the less true and precious because it was calmer and 
quieter, and based upon faith and trust, instead of upon 
fancy and passionate admiration of a brilliant intellect. 
“ Aro you quite certain that you have had time enough 
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te consider ?” said Colonel Armyn, who could hardly believe 
in his newly-found happiness. ‘*Remember, Nest, I shall be 
an old man while you are still a young woman. The best 
years of my life are all gone as itis. Perhaps you may 
have many years of widowhood to endure, when I shall 
not be with you.” 

“If we love cach other while we are together, that will 
not matter so much,” said Nest, in a low voice. ‘* You 
have always helped me to bear trouble better than any 
one.” 

‘© And then remember {hat Flora is as near as possible 
to your own age, and she is not always quite ae 

“ You said you would not press me cither way,” said 
Nest, a little mischievously, ‘‘and it seems to me that you 
ire pressing me not to take you !” 

“ No: only if you were to repent of what you have just 
done when it was too late.” 

“I shall never repent,” said Nest. ‘* Colonel Armyn, I 
always knew that there was never any one like you!” 

“It must be Hugh, now,” he said. “Nest, I have so 
often wondered what it would be to hear my Christian 
name from your lips.. Will you say, just this once, ‘God 
bless-you, Hugh !?” 

Nest said, in her low voice, ‘‘ God bless you, Hugh!” 

That was the end of their conversation. They found 
the other pair of lovers waiting for them at the end of the 
path, and. Louey asked if it were not nearly tea-time. 
Upon which they all walked back to the Panelled House 
together, trying, with notable ill-success, to talk naturally. 
upon trivial subjects. Nest found herself remarking that 
it was very strange that the cuckoo had not departed yet, as 
it was August, and Colonel Armyn said, “ Indeed!” taking 
her assertion for granted, although they were only in the 
middle of June. 

Aunt Immy was looking out for them at the gate of the 
Panelled House. ‘Ah! so you are there, Hugh!” she 
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said: “I am very glad of it, I’m sure, for there is that 
-man coming to tea, and we none of us know what to do 
with him. If Evan were at home it would be different, 
but they can’t philander all tea-time, and somebody must 
talk. TLove-making ought to be abolished by law, at least 
in other people's houses.” 

“I am sorry you think so,” said Colonel Armyn, ‘for 
Nest and I have some news to tell you.” 

Aunt Immy looked from one to another and back again. 
Then she ejaculated, “Bless my soul!” and sat herself 
down on the garden scat close by. 

‘‘Nest thinks I am not too old for her,” said Colonel 
Armyn, ‘‘and so—and so we have made it up.” 

“Bless my soul!” said Aunt Immy, again; ‘ why, it 
seems as if all the generations had mixed themselves up 
and gone crazy. However, I wish you joy both of you. 
Come and give me a kiss, Nest. I wonder what Hermy 
will say.” 

Aunt Hermy was very kind, and rather tearful; but, as 
she said afterwards, she would sooner part with Nest to 
Hugh Armyn than to any one else, and she was quite sure 
that they would be happy fogether 

After tea, the two couples wandered in the garden, 
managing fairly well not to meet each other too often. 
Nest said that their solitude was like Hood's churchyard, 
« populous with young men striving to be alone;” but 
none of them minded this much. 

What Nest remembered best that evening was a few 
words which passed between them as they stood by the 
railing facing the sunset, which flamed out behind tho tall 
poplars and ‘the delicate limes in the shrubbery. 

“Nest, are you quite certain that you are not takine ma 
out of compassion for my loneliness?” Colonel Armyn 
asked, rather abruptly. 

«I might ask you the same,” said Nest, with a smile. 

© You know that I am not. But do you think you really 

CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


AT LAST. 318 


can put up with me, my dear? If I don’t make you happy, 
it will not be for want of endeavour ; but still there will be 
so many disadvantages for you to bear with.” 

“I only know that you were my hero even before I saw 
you,” said Nest, smiling. ** Don’t say anything more about 
compassion, please. It was anything but pity, I assure 
you.” 

« What then ?” 

t Lova and honour,” she answered, in a low voice. 
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CHAPTER IV, 
RECOGNISED. 


<“ But the broad light glares and beats, 
* And the shadow flits and flects 
And will not let me be: 
And I loathe the squares and streets, 
And the faces that one mects, 
Hearts with no love for me : 
Alway I long to creep 
Into some cavein deep, 
There to weep, and weep, and weep 
My whole soul ont to thee.” 
7 Maud, 


‘Mxanwniir, where was poor Escott? Poor indeed, now; 
n homeless wanderer, 2 voluntary outcast. Gonded on by 
nothing but the sting of his own conscience, he walked from 
town to yillage, from village to town, under the impulse of 
losing the remorse which weighed upon him by rapid 


bodily movement and change of scene; and by the time 


August had arrived, he had travelled thus over half of 
France and a considerable portion of Germany. He care- 
fully avoided those places which were likely to be frequented 
by English people; he gave his name as John Thompscn 
when any one asked it, for though he was good both at 
French and German, the unmistakable British accent 


‘appeared in both. By sedulously avoiding compatriots, 


and choosing. the most unfrequented routes, he had found 
nothing to hinder his design of hiding his face for ever 
from his friends; and he had grown a ee beard, in 


order Saath isarisn duieeligin aes reggae, 
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sunburnt, bearded young man, whom people met always 
alone, and who never relaxed from his gloomy reserve in 
the good-fellowship of a table Whéte or a beer- garden, 
was generally set down as a mad Englishman, who was 
walking all over the country for a wager, and nothing 
else about him excited remark. The people in the inns 
where he stayed for the night, were wont to notice 
that he did not go to bed as soon as he went to his room 
notwithstanding that he generally gave signs of a hard 
day's walking, but, instead, remained pacing up and down, 
like a wild beast in a cage, long after his neighbours wero 
safe in bed and asleep,—if his movements did not keep 
hem awake until the hour when he pleased to discontinue 
them. 

They might have pitied him if they had known the horror 
of great darknoss that fell upon him with almost every 
returning night. Change of scene and bodily motion might 
keep off the demons till then; but, when he was onco 
housed for the night, he could control his thoughts no 

_longer, and they hurried him with them back to Lyke, 
and to Winny. ‘It was your fault, it was your fault,” 
was the constantly , recurring burden of his thoughts; and 
he went again and again through tbat unhappy morning 
when Winny had asked him to sce her and he had refused 
If he had only known it was the last time! if he could onl; 
have undone that cold, erucl little note of refusal! But in 
his ears, for all answer, came the terrible refri ain, “Toa 
late!” tolling like a denth-knell. He was parted from 
Winny for ever, and he had done it himself. 

Repentance seetied to be vain and useless to him. He 
saw that it could “not undo the past, and he did not know 
that it might yet save the future. Winny’s letter, which 
he carried with him in his pocket-book, had not taught him 
that: or, rather, he had not dared to take in the lesson. 
He looked upon it as a sign that she had forgiven him, but 
that only made his remorse the more bitter. Nothing that 
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he coud do would ever bring her to life again. Sometimes 
in his heart rose the wild passionate echo of Tennyson's 
words— 
*O that it were possible, 
After long grief and pain, 
To fecl the arms of my true love 
About me once again !” 


and then with a sick revulsion of fecling if came over him 
that it was not possible. The one pure and perfect pos- 
session of his life had been thrown away, and no suffering, 
no effort on his part, could bring it back. He had had 
his‘ chance and lost it, he told himself; all that he could 
seo around him now was a closed heaven and a desolate 
earth. Winny might be singing hymns in white gar- 
ments, but he was lost for ever, shut out of the palo 
of God's mercy, an outcast from the Father's universu 
love. 

This was poor Escott’s morbid view. If Winny’s life 
had not taught him the truth of Christianity as a whole, he 
would have been an infidel; and though he persisted in 
believing himself shut out from it, it was better for him to 
believe wrongly in God, than not to believe in Him at all. 
He was groping in the dark, and laying hold upon the 
wrong ideas, but through the wrong ones he might in time 
be guided to the right ones. It seemed to him as though 
ho were living in a perpetual nightmare. Thoughts of self- 
destruction came to him as the only and obvious means of 
ending this ; but then came the terrible doubt—Would it 
end it ? and Escott could not answer with certainty that it 
would. So he lived on. 

He could not forget his trouble, even in his dreains. 
Probably his mind was in some degree unhinged by what 
he had gone through ; for the visions of his brain used to 
be so vivid that he could not believe that they were not 
realities. What haunted him most was the xecurrence of 
that dream which had followed his midnight study of tho 
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idvli of Elainc. It was always the same. Ho fancied 
himself standing among long reeds by a river-side, like 
Lancelot in Doré’s illustration, and at the furthest bend of 
the river, miles away, came a black shrouded boat floating 
down. He seemed to watch it coming nearer and nearer, 
so fascinated with horror that he could not move; and 
when it came close to him, the black covering parted, and 
Winny rose up and stood on the deck, with white face 
and closed eyes, and said, slowly, ‘‘I loved you, and I 
would have saved you; now you will never sce me again 
in earth or heaven.” He always struggled out of the 
dream with cold drops of horror standing on his brow, 
afraid to sleep again lest it should recur. If Winny 
had desired his punishment, she could not have wished 
him punished more sharply than he was by his own con- 
scicnce. 

One afternoon in August, he had walked from a village 
some miles from Baden-Baden, meaning to pass througk 
the town and reach another village on the further side frorc 
that whence he had started. But when he reached the 
town, he felt so strangely tired and oppressed by the heat 
that he resolved to stay there for that night, and trusted 
to his fortune not to betray him to any friend of his. When 
the evening grew cooler he felt better, and wandered about 
ihe strects in the dusk. 

A party of the “ Burschen” of the place were going 
about singing Volkslicder, and Escott followed them and 
listened, for want of something better todo. ‘The songs 
were sweetly sung, and the words were touching in their 
German simplicity ; most of them telling of love, resigna- 
tion, and trust. ‘The rage for war songs, and the “ Wacht 
am Rhein ” had not yet begun. They were most of them 
in the style of “ Den licben langen Tag,” which was the 
first of those sung; or such us ** Drei Ritter,” sud 
“ Lorelei.” But the last song sung was one the words of 
which Escott had translated in Oxford days from Heine. © 
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sct to a Solod sweet and unutterably frail; like the spiri} 
of the song— 


« A star is falling downward 
From its shining heights of air: 
I know it is the star of love 
That I see falling there. 


“The leaves and spring-tide blossoms 
Drop down from the apple-tree : 
Then come the mocking breezes 
And sport with them carelessly. 


“The swan on the lake is singing 
As it sails about the wave, 
And, singing ever softer, 
Sinks into its watery grave. 


Tt is so dark and silent! 
Dead are the blooms of May: 
With 2 hiss the star is extinguished, 
‘The swan's song has died away.” 


_Escolt turned away with an inward groan. Why did 
everything remind him so of his own trouble—of Winny, 


‘and how he had lost her? How long was this misery to 


go on? Could he not forget all about it—drown it in 


` excitement, as other men did who had been as miserable in 


their time, most likely? Escott did not know that this 
misery, which he could not bear, was not merely the 
misery of losing Winny, but of having lost himself; and 
until he found Himself again—his true, better self, which 


only Winny’s instinct had discovered in him—he could not 
expect happiness, or even peace. 


“T cannot stand it any longer,” he thought to himself. «ey 
have been keeping. aloof from anything that even my father 
would have disapproved all this time, and I am more 
wretched every day. Other people may do much worse 
things and don’t suffor for it as I do; why am I to be 


‘singled out from the rest of the world like this ? ” 


And with the impulse of diverting his mind in any way 
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whatever, he joined the throng of gaily-dressed people who 
were pressing into the brilliantiy-lighted hall where rouletta 
. was going on. He had no thought of playing when ho 
went in ; he only intended to watch the players for a little 
while ; it was a poor diversion at best, calculated to rouse 
sadness rather than mirth, but scott thought it beiter 
than tke companionship of his own dreary thonghts. It 
seemed to him, even then, as if he were ina dream; the 
bright gaslight, the gay dresses, the Babel of languages 
all round him, made him quite giddy, and it all seemed 
unreal and misty to him, with the black shadow of his own 
thoughts lurking behind. By some reckless impulse he 
threw down a Napoleon on the table: in a quarter of an 
hour more his face was bending down among the rest, with 
the same flush in his check and the same glitter in his eye 
as the rest of his companions. The demon of play, latent 
in the Escott nature, and developed by custom in those- 
stolen pleasures at Lyke, was very near seizing his victim 
again. Everything seemed to point to such a fate for 
him: the heart sickness which had driven him into the 
salle, the morbid condition of excited brain and exhausted 
body which made him powerless to resist the impulse to 
join the play, the reckless defiance of better thoughts which 
just now possessed him. Was all the past to go for no- 
thing, and his last state, after all, to be worse than the 
first ? 


It was a very little thing that brought him back to him- ` 


self. He opened his purse to pocket his winnings, and a 
sheet of a letter, which lay carefully folded up in one com- 
partment, got loose somehow, and floated down upon tha 


floor. It was Winny’s letter. Escott saw it, and saved” 


it: but the very thought of losing it, and in such a place, 
turned him sick with disgust. Ie folded it carefully, re- 
placed it, and then, putting down his winnings on tho 
table, he left his place, and made his way to the door, 


Here his way was blocked by a group of people, spectators, 


CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


~ 


- 820 THE PANELLED HOUSE. 


as he had been, in carnest conversation. ‘hey were talking 
English; and he had to ask them to lct him pass. Sud 
denly a voice accosted him with—“ Why, Armyn !” 

It was so unexpected that he could not help looking up 
suddenly at the sound of his own name, and thus betray- 
ing himself to a certain extent; and he perceived that the 
speaker was his brother-in-law, Edward Anderson. Dut 
he took no further notice. 

“I beg your pardon,” said Edward Anderson, doubt- 
fully, following him, ‘if I have mado a mistake.” And he 
glanced at Escott again, and again thought how remarkably 
like he was to Flora’s lost brother. 

« My name is Thompson,” said Escott abruptly, leaving 
him staring after him, but vouchsafing no other explanation. 
Then he went to his inn; but instead of going to bed, paid 
for his night’s lodging and walked of? to the station, whero 
he took the next train to Heidelberg. Fie had not yet ex- 
plored the Eifel country, between Treves and Coblenz, and 
he thought ho had better do it now. Edward Anderson 
would not be likely to look for him there. 

_ The impulse of hiding himself had grown so much into 
a habit that he never paused to ask himself what would be 
the harm if his relations did know of his existenee.- Mental 
suffering had unhinged his mind for the time, and he could 
not see what he was doing in a common-sense point of 
view. His resolve had originated in a desire to escape his 
misery by flying from scenes or people connected with 
the past; and though six months’ experience might have 
taught him the truth of the old Latin proverb, it had not 
done so. His first thought was how to escape Edward 
Anderson ; his second, what would have happened to him 
had he really lost Winny’s letter in that place and among 
that company. When he thought of the profane hands 
that might have touched if, and the profane eyes that 
might have read it, he shivered with horror. 

« Come what may, I will never go into such a place 
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again while I have her writing in my hands,” he said to 
himself. ‘‘ My darling, I was crucl enough to you before, 
but I will not do anything you would forbid me now. I 
will not try to forget you any more, however wretched I 
may be.” 

So Winny had saved him once more from himself. 

Meanwhile Edward, to whom Colonel Armyn had at last 
confided the mystery of Escott’s disappearance, pondered 
more and more over the question. Face and voice were 
both so extraordinarily like Escott, that he could not helr 
thinking that it must be his brother-in-law, after all. When 
he went back to the inn where he had left Flora, he told 
her about it. 

« Write, if you like, Edward,” she said; ‘‘ but papa 
will be much better pleased if you telegraph.” 

« But I am not sure about it. And he is just married ; 
and I am sure will not thank me if I bring him down here 
on a wild-goose chase.” 

“No matter. He can bring Nest with him too, if he 
likes.: Why, you know, they only went for a week to that 
stupid place Sandbeach, instead of taking a proper honey- 
moon, because he thought he might hear of Escott, and 
did not want to be out of the way.’ 

“She was a most dutiful wifo to submit to it,” said 
Edward. 

‘c Much more dutiful than I should have been. After 
all, Edward, I think it is just as well that they should have 
married. Of course, if I had been a girl at home, I should 
have hated her; but, considering all things—and that we 
were both of us rather hard upon her—I am quite content 
that sho should find somebody to her liking at last, so 
long as the somebody was not you.” 

« Well, but about telegraphing,” said the more praoca] 
husband. 

“You canit telegraph this time of night, you ior Do 
it to-morrow.’ 
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© Very well.” 

Accordingly, the next day, as Colonel and Mrs, Armyn 
wero silting at luncheon at the Manor, they received the 
following telegram from Baden :— 


a GI think, but am not sure, that I saw E. last night. 
He said bis name was Thompson, but I am almost suro it 
was himself.. I can, however, learn nothing about him.” 


«Look there, Nest,” said her husband,. handing it to 
hor.: 
; © You will take me with you, Hugh ?” said the. bride 
. imploringly. ? ; 
=“ Gortainly. “When will you bo ready to start ?’* 
-‘ To-night, if you like.” 
“ You are sure you won't mind $ 9” 
_ ** How can Lif I go with you?” 

« That is right, then. I trust to you to win him back to 
“himself, if-we find him. My little wife is better at that 
sort of work than I am.’ : 

«O no, Hugh! But I will do- what I can. You pnoy 
I care for poor Escott for Winny’s sako as well as yours.” 

__ Suppose it is all Edward's fancy after all!”’ said the 
Colonel. 
~ Then we shall have done what we could,” said Nest. 
“ But I don’t believe it is. He is too eian tobe mis- 
teken.” 
Fay Accordingly they started for Tonon that vory ovening, 
slept there, and caught the frst Calais steamer next-day ; 
and, travelling day aud night, reached Baden as soon.as 
possible. But it was not until after a week's inquiry 
that they discovered that an Englishman of the name of 
_ Thompson had gone off by the night-train for Heidelberg - 
on the very ovening on which Edward had seen him. 
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CHAPTER V. 
THE PROPHECY FULFILLED, 


s Time’s waters will not cbb nor stay, 
Power cannot change them, but Love mag - 
What cannot be, Love counts it done.” 
KEBLE. 


Wre Colonel Armyn and Nest were searching in vain 
through Baden, Heidelberg, “and Mayence, for the lost 
Escott, he was lying ee y ill in an obscure inn at tho 
little village of St. Goar, on the Rhine. Tho train had 
given him a fearful headache, and therefore at Mayence-he 
took tho Rhine stenmer to Coblenz;. but the smooth 
_ motion of the boat scemed to make him still worse. Ho 
was so giddy that he could hardly stand, and he had barely. 
strength to get out at St. Goar and turn into tho first inn 

‘he could find before he fainted dead away, and had- to be 
- deluged with cold water before he came to again. 

He-had never felt so ill as this in his life, and he thought 
he was going to die. “I may as well write down my 
father's-address, and they will let him know,” he thought, 
feebly, ‘and he will come and identify me.” So he wrote 
Colonel Armyn’s address in pencil on a scrap of paper, and 
laid it on the table. Tho writing of it was harder -work to 
him than anything ho had ever done im his life; and then 
he fainted again, and knew nothing more for many days, 
during which he was struggling with an acute attack of 
brain fever. The people of the inn found that ho had 
money with him; they wrote to the address thoy found, 
and engaged a nurse and doctor for him, being satisfied ~ 
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that his disease was not infectious, and then went about 
their business, satisfied that they had done their duty. 

He had been lying thus for about ten days, when one 
day a tall grey-headed gentleman and a young lady, who 
looked like his daughter, came to the door of the inn, and 
asked to see the sick man. Escott, in his sick bewilder- 
ment, had never thought that the landlord would writo 
to Colonel Armyn in case of his illness, but only in case of 
his death; but it was in this wise that his father’s in- 
effectual search was put an end to. His coming was of 
course delayed a short time by the letter having to be 
forwarded to him in Germany, but once found, he was not 
many hours from St. Goar, and that same afternoon he 
and Nost arrived there. 

Colonel Armyn wanted Nest to go to the comfortable 
inn, the “Lily,” instead of taking up her abode in the 
squalid little hole in which poor Escott lay, as he meant to 
do. But there were rooms here, and Nest pleaded so 
earnestly that she might be at hand if ho wanted her, that 
he consented. He was not sorry, when he saw how deft 
and quiet sho was in a sick-room, how cool and dark she 
managed to make it with the help of the great Scotch plaid 
hung against the window, and how ready she was with her 
contrivances for beef-tea and lemonade. 

« Why, Nest, they used to say you were unpractical,’ 
her husband said one day. 

«¢So I was once,” said Nest. ‘‘ But I have learnt better 
now, you see. Ihada gent deal of experience last winter, 
you know.” 

Day after day they watched by Escott’s side, and still 
no gleam of consciousness appeared to give them hope. He 
was not violently delirious ; his brain was clouded, and he 
lay with fixed eyes moaning or talking incoherently, some- 
times in German, sometimes in Fnglish, but ho knew 
neither of them. At last the doctor who attended him told 
Nest that his strength was ebbing, and tbat with another 
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day or two more of this, he would have no chance of 
recovery. 

“Will he ever know us again ?” said Nest, who from 
her knowledge of German was the only one to commu- 
nicate with the doctor. 

“ Probably not,” was the ansWer. 

t Then is there no hope ?” 

“Not much, gracious lady. I grieve for the poor lad, 
for he is doubtless much beloved in a happy home. At 
his age, too, there is usually a ‘ Herzallerliebste’ to leave. 
Wondrous sad indeed !” 

And the sentimental little man bowed himself out, leaving 
Nest to grieve over her husband’s grief. 

“I see in your face that the report is bad,” said Colonel 

Armyn. l 
~. Nest told him what the doctor had said. 

« My poor boy!” said his father, turning aside to hide 
his face. Nest stood beside him with tears in her eyes. 

“& I don’t know how I could have borne this if it had not 
been for my wife,” he said at last, turning round to her 
and taking her hand. ‘‘ But it is a sad beginning of your 
married life, Nest! Why, we have not been married a 
month! I did not mean to bring you in for so much 
trouble.” a 

« Please don’t say that,” said Nest ; “I am quite happy 
so long as I can help you, Hugh; and I do think you 
would have been worse off without me than with me now.” 

He drew her to him and kissed her. 

« Well; Nest, then you must help me to wait the event, 
and to pray for my poor boy. If I only knew how it was 
with him.” 

« Winny was quite certain, and I can’t help thinking 
' that the coming of death may clear the eyes, Hugh. I 
believe she must have known.” ; 

They then sat down by his side to keep their silent 
watch. 
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“u -How long he has been quiet!” said Nest at last 


~ softly. 


Colonel Army m rose gontly, with an unspoken dread in 
his face, and bent over him. Nest could not sce Escott 
from where sho sat, but she could see her husband's face, 


- -‘and-read there what he'saw. She saw his brow relax, his 


lips part, and as he sat down again he whispered, “ There 
is. hope, Nest! Ho is quietly asleep. If he has only 
strength to rally now! O my boy, my boy!” He knelt 
down by the bedside, and Nest saw the tears rolling down 
his cheeks. Sho stooped and kissed him when he roso. 

~ «Tf he does recover, Nest, I shall always think it is 
owing to you. I should never hayo known how to keep 
this place soʻcool and quict as you have done, my dear.” 
But the danger Escott had to face now—the danger of 
“extreme weakness—was oven more imminent than tho 
other, Nothing but the most devoted nursing could have 
brought him through it, and this his father gave him. 
Nest “kept out of his sight, though she was always at hand 


with contrivances for food and roliof, ,.and often sat behind 
~ the curtain when he was asleep. She thought it would bo 


better-not to startle him with her presence, and to leave 


` him to his father as much as possible. Perhaps she need 
` not have been afraid, for his brain was too weak to notice 


much, and he did nothing but eat and sleep for several 
days. He did not attempt to talk; he could not even 
remembor the names of the most ordinary things he wanted 


j for some time. But as he lay there, his eyes used to 
follow his father with an expression which had more in- 


telligence in them every day, and more wistfulness also. 
Colonel Armyn used to wonder whether this, at last, might 
bring ‘them together. 

_ At last Escott was declared out of danger, and that day 


- was the first for a month that Nest and her hisband had 


` been out together. “They enjoyed this as, perhaps, thoy $ 


te had neyor enjoyed one before. Thoy walked along the ~ 
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Rhino to tho Lorelei rocks, where ‘ the mountain summits 
plimmered in the sunny evening shine,” as the song says. 
‘the great river—the greatest Nest had ever seen—rolled 
along at their fect, opal in the evening light, with its end- 
less noise of rushing, so different from that of the sea, or of 
a rocky hill-side torrent. Beyond it rose the fair green 
- rocky hills, with’ foliage just beginning to embrown in the 
September sun. 

“ How lovely it is!” said Nest. ‘‘ You must bring me 
here some other time, Hugh ; some holiday when we have 
nothing to do but to enjoy ourselves.” 

« To make up for your lost honeymoon ?” said Colonel 
_ Armyn. 

‘© No, I have had my honeymoon ; Iam an old wife now 
—six weeks old. Isn't it strange though? I feel about 
half as old as I did before I was Nest Armyn. I wonder 
whether all brides can say the same ?”’ 

“I hope it will always: be so with you; my darling. I 
hope your heart will be always young.’ 

‘Tt will while I have you,” said Nest. ` 

They did not mind being sentimental, though they 
were married people; there was no one to laugh at 

‘them, and they would not have minded much if “there 

had been. ‘They did not see why, if they mutually made 
each other. so happy; they should keep the fact to them: 
selves. 

But their hour’s recreation was over, and they had to go 
back to their work. Escott seemed more like himself that 
evening than he had been yet. 

« Who was that lady who went by ?” he said in a feeble 
voice to his father ; ‘‘she was like Nest.” - - 

« Well, so sho is,” was the answer. 

“Nest Williams—here ?” , 

«© Well,” said Colonel Armyn, ‘‘she uscd to be Nest 
Williams, but now sho is Nest Armyn—my wife. And if 
it had not been for her, my boy, you would not have beon 
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here now; so mind you make her a pretty speech when she 
comes to see you.” 

In fact, Colonel Armyn was somewhat in dread as to how 
Escott might take the intelligence. He looked surprised, 
however, but not displeased. 

“ Nest ! she was very kind to me last time I saw her— 
that day—you know when,” he said with a little shudder. 
“ And then her aunt came and told me it was my fault. I 
remember now. I had forgotten. I wish I could forget 
again.” 

‘Don’t talk any more now, dear boy,” said his father, 
« and to-morrow you shall see Nest.” 

Escott obeyed; but he Jay awake longer than usual, 
with wistful eyes that-seemed searching for something they 
could not find. At last weariness overpowered him, and 
he slept. 

The next day Nest came to see him. He was very 
courteous to her, and spoke gratefully of her care; but 
there seemed to be a shadow upon his mind, not to be 
banished by cheerful talk or courtesy. He scarcely spoke 
unless he was spoken to, and then he seemed preoccupied 
with his own thoughts: He was strong enough to havo 


_ thoughts of his own by this time. The most hopeful thing 


about him was that the old barrier between himself and hie 
father seemed to be utterly broken down, and he accepted 
everything that Colonel Armyn did for him, simply and 
gratefully, as it was meant that he should. Still he had 
not spoken of himself, and. his father was too anxious not 
to delay his recovery to begin upon agitating subjects, 
even for his good. 

At last, however, when he was so far recovered as ‘to be 
able to come down-stairs, and to creep, leaning on his 


father’s’ arm, to one of the seats under the linden-trees, 


facing tho river, Colonel Armyn said, ‘* We hardly thought 
you would, pyar come out again, my boy, you were so bad 
when we came.” 
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Escott only. sighed. 

“I hope you are not regretting it.” 

‘© No, I have no right to regret it. But it isa bad 
business any way.” 

«© What—your life ? ” 

“Yes.” He paused, and then said, as if to change the 
subject, ‘“ How did you know I was here? ”’ 

« Herr Goldner wrote, finding my address among your 
things. We were looking for you at Baden and Heidel- 
berg, after Edward Anderson had meet you at Baden. 
Why did you hide from us so long, my poor fellow ?” 

“ Because I could not bear the sight of any one I had 
ever known, and thoughtI could escape from myself,” said 
Escott, wearily. ‘‘ But I can’t even by death, it seems.” 

‘¢ Are you not thankful to live, then ? ” said his futher, 
abruptly, turning round to face him. 

“‘T don’t see what there is to be thankful for, 
Escott. : 

« Not for the chance of living a fresh life, aud redeem- 
ing the old one ? You, above all, should feel that, Escott.” 

“I don’t think much of my chance,” said Escott, 
despondently. ‘‘It will be the same thing over again if I 
go home.” 

« Not with your free will ?” 

«No. But what is my free will worth? It was not 
with my free will that I came to grief before, I suppose.” 

«And you mean that you can’t lielp it? Have you 
been brooding over that all this time, my poor boy ?” 

Instead of the horror with which Escott had morbidly 
fancied that his father would have regarded him, there was 
nothing but the deepest tenderness in his tone. 

« Took here, Escott, he said. ‘‘ We have both of us 
been wrong hitherto; I confess to having mistaken and 
ill-judged you; and you, I think, have mistaken and ill- 
judged me. Nevertheless, if we put all this out of our 
minds and forgive each other. bh 
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«I hayo been a brute,” said Escott, turning away his 

- face. “I never deserved your coming to tako so much 

trouble about me, and nurse me and sacrifice yourself to 

: -me as you have done. That makes it worse than ever.” 

Se aa « Makes what worse ?” 

fey «e All my life.” 

A ‘Well, wo won't talk any more about that side of the 
question. What I was going to say was this: don’t you 
think that, as I haye had several years more experience of 
the world than you have, I may be able to help you in 
_your perplexities? I won't say 1 can; but I say it is 
possible that I may. So we will sink all the little differ- 

-. ences we may have had, and try to help one another as far 

as we can.” 

“Thank you,” said Escott, in a choked voice. 
_. Now then, let us look at your troubles. You say it is 

- no use your-trying to begin a fresh life, because you aro 
fated to be bad. Is that it? Well, Escott, a wiser man 
than you or I said, long ago, ‘ The Lord loveth every man, 
and His mercy is over ‘all His works.’ Do you remember 
that?” 

E Yes,” said Escott. ‘“‘ She said that once.” 

~  « Wall then, to me your life proves it.” 

_- Mine?” said Escott, thinking that his father must be 
dreaming. 
= “Yours. Grant that you had disadvantages to begin 

_~ with—we won’t go. over them, we know what they were: 

“Did you not have opportunities of beginning afresh, if you 

-had been willing to use them ? Would you not have been 
`, worse if you had not used them in some small measure ? ” 

‘T suppose I might.” 

q: Theon—I am not saying this to e you, you under- 
stand, ‘Escott—then came the time that you repent so 
5 a bitterly now. Suppose that the consequences had not 
: been as they were—suppose that Winny-had not died— - 
- would you not have gone on in your careless, reckless 
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ways? Do you think you could have been roused by any: 
thing far short of that which came to you?” 

Escott thought of the time his father spoke of, and said, 
“No, Lam afraid not.” 

“You know how she thought of you to the cnd,” Colonel 
Armyn went on, with a husky. voice. “You know how she 
belioved that her death would save you, and so was con- 
tent to dio?” : . ; 

« Yes, she wrote so to me. I wish I had died instead. 
of her—it is no good to say that now,” burst out Escott, 

_ while his eyes grew so dim that he could no longer sec 
the river or the hills. He would never have imagined 
that he could be talking to his father thus freely and 
unreservedly ; but the instinct of confession was strong 
upon him. 

« Well, will you not begin at once to do what she would 
have wished you? It is not every one whose repentance 
is purchased at such cost. It lies with you to make it 
worth it.” 

‘* Mine will never be worth it.” 

‘‘Not intrinsically, of course.” Then, after 2 pause; 

Colonel Armyn said, very gravely, “ Repentance is a thing 
` that has no value in the world's eyes, hecause it cannot 
undo the past—just what you say of yourself. But God 
does not look upon it as of no value, because it means that 
the heart is won to Him at last, and that is what He cares 
for. Escott, will you not accept His forgiveness and begin 
afresh ?”’ 

There was no answer; but. the bowed head was lifted, 
and a gleam of hope shone out in the eyes. 

“ Now I must go in and find Nest, and take her out. 
Shall I leave you here ?”’ 

‘© Yes, please.” 

‘6 Vory well.’ We will not be gone long.” - 

“When Escott was left alone, he took ont Winny’ 8 lettor, 
and-road it through again. The words seemed to-have 
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a different- signification to him now than what they had 
had before. They had stabbed him like daggeys, and he 
had shrunk from them as if they were in truth coals of 
fire; but now they seemed to falı upon his soul like blessed 
healing dew. The morbid film that had clouded his vision 
had been dispersed at last; and he was able to receive her 
message simply and faithfully, not to reject it in an agony 
of despair as he had done. When it was over he leaned 
his head upon his hand, covering his face. He could not 
doubt of God’s mercy any more. 

J don’t deserve it; it is too much,” he said to him 
self, ‘But I will try to be worthy of her. My life, 
please God, shall not be a selfish one again. I will try to 
be what she would like to see me henceforth.” 

And there came into his head that verse, ‘‘ And when 
he was yet a great way off, his father saw him.” <“ As 
my father did,” he thought. “How can I despair of 
God’s forgiveness, when my own father’s is so full and 
free ?”’ : 

And thus at last poor Escott found peace, and Winny’s 
faith was justified. 
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“Ycs, thou forgivest, but with all forgiving 
Canst not renew mine innocence again : 
Make Thou, O Christ, a dying of my living,— 
Purge from the sin, but never from the pain! 
So shall all speech of now and of to-morrow, 
All He hath shown me, and shall show me yet, 
Spring from an infinite and tender sorrow, 
Burst from a burning passion of regret.” 
F. W. H. Myers. 


Taere is little to be done now beyond winding up the 
threads of the foregoing history. The actors in it are 
still living, and their lives huve threads of their own still 
spinning themselves out ; but we must leave them in some 
sort of order before we say good-bye. 

Colonel Armyn and Nest still live at Lyke Manor for a 
considerable part of the year. But it is no longer a silent 
or dreary place. Children’s voices brighten it, and chil- 
dren’s toys lie about the garden walks. Nest is a happy 
mother, and she brings up her children with good sense 
and kindly tact. Colonel Armyn has given up the theories 
of education which turned out. so ill with Escott; and his 
second family bid fair to be a credit and a comfort to him, 
as far as one can judge by the bright, sunny-faced, obedient 
children who answer to the names of Winny, Nest, Hugh, 
and Cordelia. Colonel Armyn's life, however, has other 

objects of interest in it now. Ho has a seat in Parliament 
as member for Erconbury, and a very useful, sensible 
M.P. he is, though his yoice is not often raised there, for 


CC. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


Fie TO 
’ 


aly’ 


334 THE’ PANELLED: HOUSE. 


ho is no oralor. Dut on any question of helping the 
‘people, educuting the ignorant, saving tho outcast, you 
may always know, without question of party, on which 
side you wil find Colonel Armyn's name.: Nest, too, has 
interests beyond her nursery; sho enters into all her 
husband's labours, and has plenty of work as his scere- 
tary. . Her sensible, accurate mind is a great help to him, 
and he says, sometimes, that as soon as women are ad- 
mitted into Parliament he means to retire in her favour. 
~ Whoreat Nest laughs, and says that he-would find it no 
sinecure to havo all the housekeeping and the children 
‘on his hands during her absence, and that he would soon 


- repent the change. 


- But it is not tho stir and bustle of life, or the many and 
exciting interests that come before them, which cause the 
“true happiness that-shines on tho faces both of Nest and 
her -husband. It is the true love. that they bear to ono 


~ another: the love which is faithful through dcath and be- 
“yond death, and knows how to bear-sorrow, pain, and 
- absenco without bating a jot of heart or hope. Nest 
- cannot hope to escape the changes and chances of mortal 


life ; but hers ‘will, nevertheless, be a life full and com- 
plete, whether-gladdened by the love of the living or 
lightened only by the sweet memories of the dead. 

-Escott “is scttled in Anstralia as a sheep-farmer. He 


x went out by his own desire; his illness had left his brain 
too weak for mental application, and he felt the necessity 
A DoS work of some kind to keep him steady to his good reso- 


‘lutions. His repentance was very real and very undemon- 


s strativo; but it was evidently so painful to him to revisit 
-places | Eonhected with. memories of Winny, that. Colonel 


Armyn could*not press him to stay very long at Lyke, 


‘much as he grieved to part with his son as soon as he had 
>= found himi So Escott sailed from Southampton in the.. 


: Christmas week following that summer in which his father 
„was. married, and his. last proud to his father, as. they 
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stood on deck with clasped hands, were, ‘‘ Tell Nest I 
hope she will still think of mo sometimes, for Winny’s 
sake. I shall never forget her kindness—nor yours.” 

Tho news that comes to them of him is most satis- 
factory. He is a man who impresses all those with whom 
he comes in contact: some call him an odd fish, some 
say he has a screw loose, while others speak of him as a 
remarkable man, as a striking character. - He is very un- 
like most young men of his standing; the ordeal of suffer- 
ing through which he has passed has left its stamp upor 
his face, and he is very quiet and grave, and almost 
oppressively earnest about anything that interests him ; 
he does not care what people think of him, and those 
whose morality is only conventional, find him cut terribly 
across the grain of their most cherished prejudices. He 
is not particularly wise or guarded in what he says. or 
does, but there is a forco and purpose about him which ` 
impress men even while they laugh at him. You cannot 
talk to him without perceiving that his standard is a 
higher standard than most men’s, and that he judges all 
things by it. This is what makes him so indifferent. to 
the opinions of his neighbours. Once he was remonstrat- 
ing with a young acquaintance who seemed “ going to the - 
bad” as swiftly as Escott himself had once promised to -< 
do.- The lad—a. Southshire man, knowing something’ of 
Escott’s antecedents, retorted that he had been as bad as 
himself. Escott did not change a muscle of-his face. ‘It 
is quite true,” he said; “that. is why I speak to you. 
Some day you will give anything to undo the past, and 
find that you can’t. I would.” 

People say that it is something worth doing, to attend 
the Sunday services which Escott conducts at his farm on 
those three Sundays in a month when no clergyman is 
attainable... Ile began them for his own shepherds and 
stockmen, but others come to him now from miles around. 
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goodness fur above them, upon the ground of feelings 
which they cannot share, but as a struggling man to strug- 
gling men. If you asked those rough men, they could 
tell you of more than one whose way of life was changed 
since young Armyn took to speaking to them on Sundays. 
The change in him has proved ‘‘ worth the cost” at last ; 
though the grief and shame of his repentance can never be 
utterly put from him all his days, and he himself will 
always be conscious that he might have been better, truer, 
and nobler, had his first-fruits, and not a half-wrecked 
life, been laid upon the altar of sacrifice. But he looks 
at Winny’s cross, and believes that, imperfect as his 
life is, it may yet be accepted by his Master. No 
second love has ever usurped her place in his heart; 
and though he has never spoken nor written on the subject, 
his father and Nest do not think that he is ever likely to 
marry. His life is rathor hard and very full, and he does 
not miss the domestic pleasures for which he had at all 
times less taste than most men, But the memory of Winny 
is a living presence in his heart, carried with him like a 
talisman through daily labour and Sunday rest, in the field, 
in the saddle, by mountain and desert, by farmstead and wold; 
though he never speaks of her, and few who see him dream 
that tho strong-spoken, strange-mannercd, rough young 
colonist consecrates his life to the memory of a dead girl. 


If that life is more than blameless,—useful and honourable 


and a power for good,—ho owes it, and knows that he 
owes it, under God, to Winny’s faith and Winny’s love. 
Flora and Edward live in London, and he has no mean 
name in the literature of the day. Whether his writings 
Jo much good—whether they do not rather flatter the 


. worst tendencies of the time—is another question. Cer- 


tainly Flora’s influence does not raise him higher in tho 
scale. Otherwise they are fairly happy, fairly attached. 
Their threads are not wound up yet, and perhaps they 
may yet find the way into the higher world, cutside of 
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which they are now contentedly wandering. They are 
certainly less happy than Mr. and Mrs. Burnet, who are 
working very hard at Erconbury on very small means, and 
who yet carry a brightness in their faces that is not to be 
seen on Edward’s or Flora’s. How should it be other- 
wise, when to the one couple all the interests of life are 
darkened, and to the other only softened in harshness, by 
that shadow of death which forms the background to every 
human picture ? 

And tke Panelled House itself—with which we began, — 
with which we must end ? 

The lawn is trim as ever, the flower-beds bright under 
Aunt Immy’s superintendence. The two old ladics live 
there together still, though they are visibly older than 
they used to be. Evân, who is a barrister in London, 
still looks on the place as his home, and his Sunday visits 
are the delight of their lives. He has become softened 
and less selfish, and talks of taking a wife before long. 
They mean to leave tho Panelled House to him, that he 
may have the country home of his boyhood still for his 
own. 

Otherwiso the house seems oppressively quiet and staid 
to those who remember it in its merry days. Still the 
roses look in at the windows, and the sun flames down to 
the west behind the poplars and limes ; still the cathedral 
bells chime up from the valley, telling the hour, and warn- 
ing all who hear them how Time slips away, and Life with 
it; and how Time and Life can yet be conquered by Faith 
and Love. 

Aunt Hermy and Aunt TRS are reconciled to their 
solitude. The house is haunted by memories, but to them 
not specially sad ones, as the time draws nearer for mect- 
mg, and further from parting. Therefore they remember 
peacefully both Winny in her grave and Nest in her happy 
home ; even though Nest comes oiten to sce them “and 
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never comes any more. They can wait the little while 
that will have to pass before they see her again. 

And neither they, nor any who loved her can ever feel 
but that her short bright life was a precious gain, notwith- 
standing its shorimess. Crystalline in its innocence— 

. sunny in tho brightness of its girlhood—fearless in its glad 
acceptance of pain and death—triumphant in its unswerv- 
ing faith, they cannot but feel that it was actually full and 
complete, though apparently short and unripe; and that 

- many a long life has known less of the glory of living, and 

left less trace after it, than the nineteen years of the 
bright-eyed ‘girl who lies under the white marblo cross in 

Lyke churchyard. 
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SvO.ceccsseacgecuccsscncsvccnscecossnessoesscnesessscssneaeClOLh boards 


= Prisoner of the Pampas (The); or, The. Mysterious 
Seal Island. By CitAnLes H. Epen. With Three page 
Illustrations. Crown SVO.sersssssssverscessreseseese Cloth boards 


‘Remarkable Men: Wotton, Fergusen, Humboldt, Wilber- 
~" force, Faraday, Scott, Arnold; Waterton, Roberts, Bunyan. 
Illustrated. Crown SVO. saves utao oent esoe «Cloth boards 


Slavers and Cruisers. A Talc of the West Coast. By the 
Jate S. W.. SADLER, R.N. With Four page Illustrations. 
“CLOWN SVO- ‘sissssessensrscsecssareadersessecsesseesesens COZ boards 


Standard Bearers. A Story of Church Defence. By 
‘iy AUSTIN CLARE. With several Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
A 7, 7 Cloth boards 


Steffäwn’s Angel, and other Stories. By M. E. Towns- 
_-ENLD, With Three page Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Aes Swe Stray 3 - SE _ “Cloth boards 


à 
Stepmothei~’s Will (The); or, a Tale of Two Brothers. 
; By A. Evspuie-Evans. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. Nesecsscsscapesneanesnsonsonennscnscenstnenens CLOlh boards 


- Stories. of Success, as illustrated by the Lives of Humble 
`Men who have niade themselves Great. By James F. 
Cons, Esq. Witt; Three page Illustrations. Crown 
Senay agen E boards 
Story of Our Museum The): showing how we.formed it, 
and what it taught uš. Byg the Rev. H. Housman, B.D. 
With numerous Hlustrations», Crown’ Byv0.00100.Cloth boards 
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FOR PROMOTING CHRISTIAN KNOWLEDGE. 


Sweet William. By Mrs. THOMAS Erskine. With Three 
page Illustrations. Crown Sv0..csssssseeseeeseseesCl0th boards. 1 


Three Martyrs of the Nineteenth Century. Studies’ 
from the Lives of Livingstone, Gordon, and Patteson. By 


Mis. RUNDLE CHARLES. Crown Svo. seseceesCloth boards 3 


“Through all the Changing Scenes of Life.’ By S. 
BaARING-GouLp. With several Illustrations. Crown 
SvOsercédevecccssoctecstecctcccccssssasscvcoatestousssuasess GIOLIJOATAS EAT. 


Through the Rough Wind. A Story of the Collieries. 
By Crona TEMPLE., With Three page Illustrations. 


Crown Svo. scscccsessccsccsstsccscssessesscsscsescneseesCloth Yoards 1 - 


Tim Yardley’s Year. A Book for Country Boys.. By F. 
SCARLETT POTTER.. With Three page Illustrations. 
Crown SVO. sacescessesccscncccecsecssasncsescvsasseseveeCllh boards 


Una Crichton. By the author of ‘Our Valley,” etc.. With 
Four page Illustrations. Crown v0. seassweeCloth boards 3 


Unsettled for Life; or, What shall I be? By the Rev. 
HARRY JONES, M.A. Crown Svo sssessseeeee.. Cloth boards 2 


Velveteens.: -By the Rev. E. Gitar, M.A. With Three 
page Illustrations, Crown Svo. ‘.sssssssassacses Cloth boards’ 2 


‘BY G. MANVILLE FENN. 


Crown Svo. With Five page Woodcuts. Cloth boards, 55. each 


Crown and Sceptre : A West Country 'Story. 
` Gil the Gunner; or, The Youngest Officer in the East. 
Mass’ George; ooi A Boy’s Adventures in the Old Savannahs. 


To the West- AF 
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6 PUBLICATIONS OF THE SOCIETY 


BY GORDON STABLES, M.D., C.M., R.N. 
Crown Svo. Illustrated. Cloth Boards. 


Born to Command: A Tale of the Sea and of Sailors. 5s. 
Captain Japp; or, The Strange Adventures of Willie Gordon. 5s. 


. “From Greenland’s Icey Mountains.” A Tale of the Polar 
Seas. 2s. ` 

Harry Wilde: a Talc of the Brinc and the Breeze. 3s. 

In Touch with Nature: Tales and Sketches from the Life. 2s. 


Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep : a Tale of the Salt, Salt, 
Sea. as, 6d. 


~ 


BY F. FRANKFORT MOORE. 
Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth boards. 


Coral_and Cocoa-nut. The Cruise of the Yacht “Firefly” to 
“Samoa, 35. 6d. 


- Fireflies and Mosquitoes. 3s. 67. 
Sailing and Sealing. A Tale of the North Pacific. 3s. 6d. 
The Fate of the “Black Swan.” A Tale of New Guinea, 3s, 
The Great Orion. 2s. 6d 
_ The Ice Prison. 3s- 
` The Mutiny on the ‘‘ Albatross.” 3s. 6d, 
The Slaver of Zanzibar. 35. 
_ Tre, Pol, and Pen. ‘2s. 67. 


Will’s Voyages. 35. 
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FOR PROMOTING CHRISTIAN KNOWLEDGE. 7 


BY THE LATE W. H. G. KINGSTON. 
Illustrated. Cloth boards. 


Michael Penguyne; or, Fisher Life on the Cornish Coast. Crown 
Svo, Is. 6d. 


Mountain Moggy; or, The Stoning of the Witch. Post Svo, 1s. 


Ned Garth; or, Made Prisoner in Africa, A Tale of the Slave 
Trade. Crown Svo, 2s. 6g. 


Owen Hartley; or, Ups and Downs. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d, 


Rob Nixon, the Old White Trapper. A Tale of Central 
British North America. Post Svo, Is. 


Sunshine Bill. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 
The Cruise of the ‘‘ Dainty.” Crown.8vo, Is. 6d. 


The Frontier Fort; or, Stirring Times in the North-West Terri- 
tory of British America. Crown Svo, Is. 6d. 


The Gilpins and their Fortunes. A Tale of Australia. Crown 
Svo, 15. 6d. 


The Lily of Leydon. Post Svo, 1s. 
The Log House by the Lake. A Tale of Canada, Post Svo, 1s. 


The Mate of the “‘Lily;” or, Notes from Harry Musgrave’s 
_ Log-Book. Crown 8vo, 1s. 6d. ¢ 


The Settlers. A Tale of Virginia. Crown Svo, 2s. 6d, 
The Two Shipmates. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 


The Two Whalers; or, Adventures in the Pacific. Post Svo, 15, 
CC-0. Jangamwadi Math Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


3 PUBLICATIONS OF THE SOCIETY, 


BY MRS. MOLESWORTH. 


A Charge Fulfilled. With Three page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth boaids, 2s, G7. 


A House to Let.. With Coloured Illustrations. Small 4to, cloth 
boards, 2s. 6d. 


Family Troubles. With Coloured Illustrations. Small 4to, cloth 
boards, Is. 


Five Minutes’ Stories. With Coloured Illustrations. „Small 4to, 
cloth boards, 2s. 67. 


Great Uncle Hoot-Toot. With several Illustrations. Small ato, 
cloth boards, 2s, 


C Lettice. With Three page Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth bds., 15, 67. 


m The Abbey by the Sea, and another Story. With One page 
5 Illustration. Post Svo, cloth boards, 1s, 


‘The Little Old Portrait. With Onc page Illustration, Post Svo, 
cloth boards, Is. 


The Lucky Ducks, and other Tales. With Coloured Illustia- 
tions, Small 4to, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 


The Man with the Pan-Pipes, etc. With Coloured Illustrations. 
Small 4to, cloth boards, 2s. Ód. i 


Twelve Tiny Tales. With Coloured Illustrations. Small 4to, 
cloth boards, 2s, 6, ; 


LONDON: 


WORTHUMBERLAND AVENUE, CHARING CROSS, W.G $ 
43; QUEEN VICTORIA STREGT, E.C. 
BRIGHTON: 129, NORTH STREET. 
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